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AT THE ARMY'S FRESH-AIR CAMP 
at Jackson's Point, scores of boys anfi 
girls are spending happy days. When 
"The War Cry" photographer, a few days 
ago, took the most interesting pictures con- 
tained In this special Holiday issue, the Life- 
Saving Scouts were in camp, as well as the 
first party of Fresh-Air Children. 

In the accompanying picture they are seen 
in the Grove, where they sing God's praises. 
This cool and shady open-air Cathedral, 
among the towering trees, brings to mind 
Bryant's poem, "The Forest Hymn," from 
which we quote the following beautiful lines : 



God's first temples. Ere man 'Ik 

I 



The a roves were 

learned 
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 
And spread the roof above them — ere he framed 
The lofty vault to gather and roll back 
The sound of anthems; In the darkling wood, 
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down 
And offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 
And supplication. For his simple heart 
Might not resist the sacred Influences, 
Which, from the stilly twilight of the place, 
And from the gray old trunks that high In heaven 
Mingled their mossy 'boughs, and from the sound 
Of the invisible breath that swayed at once 
All their green tops, stole over him, and bowed 
His spirit with the thought of boundless power 
And inacoessjble majesty. Ah, why 
Should we, in the world's riper years, neglect 
God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore 
Only among the crowd, and under roofs 
That our frail hands have raised? Let me at least. 
Here, in the shodow of this aged wood, 
Offer one hymn — thrice happy, If It find 
Acceptance In His ear. 
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THE WAR CRY 



August 2, 1930 



LAKESIDE 
ALERTNESS 



Cry" rep- 
resentative 




Life-Saving Scouts in Camp En- 
joy a Good and Profitable Stay 
on the Shores of Lake Simcoe 



«c c 



iCOUTS, ALERT!" 

That exclamation, repeated a 
hundred times a day at the 
Life-Saving Camp, Jackson's Point, is 
not only capable of being issued as an 
executive instruction, it may also be 
utilized here to indicate the state of 
things as they existed when "The 
War Cry" representative paid a sud- 
den visit to this Lake Simcoe rendez- 
vous. 

A delightful morning, with a fresh 
breeze blowing all manner of sweet 
country smells across one's gratified 
senses, and at the same time dis- 
playing to the full the beauties of the 
Union Jack which graced the tall 
flag-staff in the centre of the campus. 
Beyond, seen through the gateway at 
the entrance to the estate, the flash- 
ing green water of the lake, choppy 
this morning, and, accordingly, 
breaking on the shelving beach with 
serried ranks of "white horses." A 
pleasing prospect, indeed. 

The Three-Fold Camp, 

nst turn, about!" No, that is not 

Major Spooner put it; but who 

Id care to offer to the gentle 

er of The Army's Official Organ 

incisive command which electri- 

le boy in the blue shirt and 

? Anyway, we suit the action 

words, and there we view the 

:gs which go to make up the 

'old camp. In the centre, the 

structure dominating the scene 

Dining Hall used by the Staff 

ield Officers, who take advan- 



tage of the opportunity to spend a 
week or two of vacation by the lake. 
Partially surrounding the camping 
ground are the cottages which these 
visitors occupy. To the right of the 
Dining Hall is the Scouts' Dining 
Room and Instructional Building, for 
use in wet weather and evenings, and 
behind it the new and commodious 
Dining Room for the children of the 
Fresh-Air Camp. 

"Half left turn,!" Oh, very well, if 
you will have it so; what now? Ah- 
h-h! Thanks for the interruption. 
Yes, here are the Scouts, and the 
orders of which we have been 
half-conscious up to this point, have 
been coming from the lawn on which 
they are a von n'iw e.x<3 rosing Let us 
"go see." 

"Fine game! Wrestling, eh?'' 1 

"Certainly not!" 

"My mistake; but each Scout is 
holding his antagonist down on the 
greensward." 

Apparently 

"Yes, that would seem to be so, but 
actually this is Life-Saving Drill — 
Artificial Respiration for the Appar- 
ently Drowned." 

"Apparently? Oh yes, not much 
use to the Actually, eh?" 

There they go — one lad astride the 
back of the knees of another, who, 
acting as subject, is lying face down- 
wards. The floating ribs of the subject 
are clasped by the hands of the upper- 
most lad, who, at the word of com- 
mand, leans forward exercising down- 
ward pressure which, applied and re- 
laxed, methodically, is calculated to 
reproduce respiration and eventually 
to restore consciousness. Very good 
— for the Instructor and for the top 
do — . As you were! We mean for the 
upper Scout. But we noticed that the 
thoroughgoing activity of certain 
hefty weights caused their ''subjects" 
to grunt expressively with each 
downward squeeze. 

Later we saw the Scouts going 
through Semaphore Exercises. To the 
observer it would appear that a dual 
objective is here achieved — instruc- 
tion in the art of signalling, using 
only the arms, and the development 
of the muscle of the said limbs. A 
vigorous and impressive display. 

Flag Ceremonial! How different is 
this from flag drill. At the opening 
of the Camp Day, and at Sundown as 




Oozing out of a tent — but don't imagine they all slept under this one roof! 



well, a significant little ceremony is 
performed at the flag-staff, and this 
we saw being practised most serious- 
ly. But a few minutes later, such is 
the volatility of youth, all thought of 
ceremonial was, seemingly, gone, for 
over-crowded into a bell tent, for a 
moment, for the purpose of taking 
a photograph, they came oozing 
out in every possible way, and enjoy- 
ing it all. 

Who Knows? 

One moment more and they were 
falling-in by Patrols. Surely this 
was of even more weighty importance 
than the Flag Ceremonial— to the 
Patrol Leaders, at any rate, for they 
rushed their Scouts to the points of 
assembly with such desperate urg- 
ency that anything awful might be 
happening. And who knows, when 
such an order is given, at any time, 
by day or night, what might be the 
necessity ? 




The mail! An eagerly-anticipated item in the day's round. Major Spooner is the mailman for the nonce 



Even so, as they stood at their 
posts, we noticed that one laddie at 
least had his eyes fixed, with a far- 
away look that saw beyond the bunt- 
ing, upon the moving colors of the 
Union Jack. Here was one, at any 
rate, who had taken Major Spooner 
seriously when he had dilated upon 
that tri^colored Banner and Emblem 
of Empire. How shall we decide his 
cogitations who know not his for- 
bears? How can we tell to the full 
the reactions which will ensue from 
any information we may extend to 
any boy, when we know nothing of 
the instincts which already animate 
him? There's this in it also: The 
work which is done for boys— for 
children of almost any school age — is 
a contribution to futurity; to sub- 
sequent manhood; to the life of the 
nation yet to be. Hence its high im- 
portance. Which, we have no doubt, 
explains the serious expression on the 
face of the Major, 

"Look for the Ribbon and see if 
you can find the Professor!" was the 
next order. Strips had been hidden 
in various parts of the grounds and 
marks would be given for each piece 
that was discovered, maximum points 
going to the sleuth who ran the Pro- 
fessor to earth. But he was not lo- 
cated, though a number of pieces of 
cloth had been found by the time 
that the bugle recalled the Scouts to 
centre and they were bidden to pre- 
pare for dinner. Was there any re- 
luctance here? There was not! 

"Filling Station!" 

"Filling Station!" as one eager 
youth dubbed the "Cookhouse call, 
has ever an appeal all its own in 
camp, wholesome meals and plent- 
eous helpings, with keen appetite 
whetted to a fine edge by open-air 
life and vigorous exercise. Who would 
ask for city fantastics in culinary 
art? Plates need the minimum of 
rJeaning by the time the meal is done. 

Questioned regarding the daily 
schedule the Major, who, though he 
is the Territorial Young People's Sec- 
retary, was carrying on the conduct 
of the Scout Camp in the absence of 
Captain Lindores who was on busi- 
ness elsewhere for the day, gave us 
the following outline: 

6.45 a.m. — Reveille. Wash and pre- 
pare for — 

7.00 a.m.— Flag Ceremonial. Duties, 
(Continued on page 13) 
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THE FAMILY ALTAR 

Sunday, Aug. 3rd, Mark 7:24-37 

"HE TOOK HIM ASIDE FROM 
THE MULTITUDE."— The sympath- 
etic heart of Christ is revealed in all 
His dealing's with the sufferer. The 
blind eyes that could not see His pity 
He touched (Matthew 9:29). The 
deaf man who could not. hear His 
pitying tones is led. 
Song Book — No. 95. 
Monday, Aug;. 4th, Mark 8:1-13 

"FROM WHENCE CAN A MAN 
SATISFY THESE MEN WITH 
BREAD HERE IN THE WILDER- 
NESS?"— "Wilderness" in the origin- 
al is "lonely place" — a place at which, 
in some form, every Christian arrives 
some time. Lonely places can bring to 
us revelations of Christ's power! 

Song Book — No. 411. 
Tuesday, Aug. 5th, Mark 8:14-26 

"I SEE MEN AS TREES, WALK- 
ING." — We see here an analogy to 
spiritual growth. Salvation brings us 
the joy of sight, but usually a second 
touch from the Divine Hand is needed 
to clear our vision and bring us into 
full Sanctification. 

Song Book— No. 552. 
Wednesday, Aug. Gth, Mark 8:27-38 

"WHOSOEVER SHALL LOSE HIS 
'LIFE FOR MY SAKE AND THE 
GOSPEL'S, THE SAME SHALL 
SAVE IT."— A lady looked with pity 
at a soldier in hospital blue, the 
empty sleeve of his coat tucked in his 
pocket. "You lost an arm in the War, 
I see," she said. "No, madam," he re- 
plied, "I gave it." 

Song Book — No. 679. 
Thursday, Aug. 7th, Mark 9:1-13 

"THERE APPEARED UNTO 
THEM ELIAS WITH MOSES."— 
Elijah, to these men, was the great 
representative of the Prophets, and 
Moses, the embodiment of the Law. 
Jesus is the fulfilment of all 
Prophecies and all Law. 

Song Book— No. 419. 
Friday, Aug. 8th, Mark 9:14-32 

"ENTER NO MORE INTO HIM." 
We read in this story the struggle of 
the father with his belief and un- 
belief. Christ now gives him the 
assurance that faith brings a cure. 

Song Book — No. 355. 
Saturday, Aug. 9th, Mark 9:33-50 

"EVERY ONE SHALL BE SALT- 
ED WITH FIRE."— Out Lord here 
speaks of spiritual sacrifice. There 
must be the "fire" — the pardoning 
and burning away of past sin — and 
the "salt" — the purifying of the heart 
by the Holy Spirit. 

Song Book— No. 294. 






"They Shall Mount Up with Wings" 



Have you breathed the lovely air of 
Sr's&JEHr's&iHr* Heavenliness in Christ Jesus? The 

Wings are waiting for us! 



^«*Y RELIGIOUS organs have 
j»/| been ailing for a while past. 
A »* I have lain a sheer hulk In 
consequence. But I got out my wings 
and have taken a change of air!" 
That is just it. We forget or ne- 
glect our wings. We travel along our 
roads as mere pedestrians, and we 
arei sorely overcome, for the hostility 
of our circumstances wearies us 
to the dust. Or we are engaged upon 
some exacting ministry which impris- 
ons us in a particular place. Or may- 
be we are shut up in a chamber of 
sickness, either as the patient or in 
service on the patient. In a hundred 
different ways we cari be cribbed, 
cabined, and confined, and our re- 
ligious organs are in danger of be- 
coming sickly, and of losing their 



THE BIRD LET LOOSE 

By THOMAS MOORE 
The Bird, let loose in eastern 

When hast'ning fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wins, 
nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air 
and light, 
Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her 
flight, 
Nor shadow dims her way. 

So, grant me, God, from every care 

And stain of passion free, 
Aloft, through virtue's purer air, 

To hold my course to Thee I 
No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 

My soul as home she springs; — 
Thy sunshine on her Joyful way, 

Thy freedom in her wingsl 



brightness both in mood and discern- 
ment. * 

And all the time those wings are 
waiting. And if we . could we 
would soar into larger regions 
in an ampler air. Perhaps 
we have held too much to the 
conception of pilgrims. We are not 
only pilgrims of the night; quite as 
truly we are the birds of God, en- 
dowed with power to mount up with 



wings as eagles, to respond to the 
upward calling, and to breathe the 
lofty air of the heavenliness in Christ 
Jesus. But we forget our wings! 

We are like the Alpine insects of 
whiiih Fabre tells us in his wonderful 
book on the grasshopper. "I do not 
know," he says, "why the insect de- 
prives itself of wings and remains a 
plodding wayfarer, when its near 
kinsman on the Alpine sward is ex- 
cellently equipped for flight. It pos- 
sesses the germ of wings and wing- 
case, but it does not think of develop- 
ing them. It persists in hopping, 
with no further ambition; it is satis- 
fled to go on foot." These words of 
the great naturalist are as true of 
great multitudes of men and women 
as they are of the insects that hop 
about the lower slopes of the Alps. 
They walk; they never soar. They go 
along the road with heavy 
feet; they never rise in joy- 
ful exaltation. They are al- 
ways on the earth. They' 
never leave the earth and' 
return to it again with 
freshened spirits after a re-' 
newing flight in heavenly 
places with Christ Jesus. 
They have no upper air 
which they regard as part 
of their blessed Inheritance. 
Even the finest pilgrims 
are those who remember 
that they are also birds. 
The crusaders, who 
the noblest conflicts 
the road, are just 
who get out their 
and soar for a change of air. The 
man who takes occasional flights to 
the new Jerusalem, is a more efficient 
laborer in the old Jerusalem. The 
man whose citizenship is in Heaven 
is sure to be a very noble citizen of 
earth. They have the freshest eye, 
and the most hopeful vision, and the 
most inspiring mood, and all this just 
because they are the most inspired. 
They are "true to the kindred points 
of heaven and home." 

And how do we put on wings? 
"They that wait upon the Lord . . . 



wage 
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wings 
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shall mount up with wings!" In this 
realm communion is ascension. When 
we turn our hearts unto the Lord the 
power of wing is ours, and we can 
rise from our little prisons, or from 
our tiresome road, into the high Hea- 
ven of spiritual rest and vision. In the 
Christian life rising Is resting. When 
we have been on the wing we 
shall be able to walk and not faint. 
And those wings are waiting for us! 
How we do forget them! — J, H. Jowett. 




HAVE YOU SEEN GOD THIS SUMMER ? 

Perhaps the Sea or Storm or Winsome Flower has 
Spoken of Him to your Soul! If so, we should like to 
r* hear from you about it 



AT THIS season, perhaps more 
than any other, the heart of 
man leaps exultantly to the 
Call of the Outdoors. For those who 
can see — sight alone is required — 
there is an infinite treasury of Truth 
enshrined in nature. 

"We can find tongues in trees, 
books in brooks, sermons in stones," 
said Shakespeare, and every, poet 
worthy of his calling has experienced 
the inward stirring of emotional fires 
at the beckoning of Beauty and Truth 
in the Father's lovely creation. With 
mind amazed at the wonder of it all, 
the Psalmist hurst forth in glorious 
utterance : 

The Heavens declare the glory of 
God; 



By 
Dextor Le Drew 



And tlie firmament sheweth His 

h/indiwork. 
Day unto day uttereth speech, 
And night unto night sheweth 

knowledge. 

Jesus taught the lesson of trust, 
with a delicate lily in his hand. "Con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they 
grow; they toil not, neither do they 
spin: yet I say unto you that even 
Solomon in all his glory was not ar- 
rayed like one of these .... Be not 
therefore anxious." 

It has been said that flowers are 
the democrats of the earth. They 
enter the sick-room and softly breath 
their healing fragrance. Weddings 
would not be complete if flowers were 
absent. And when, the loved one has 
passed away, the pure white carna- 
tions rest oVer the coffin in the dark- 
ened room. . . . Let us emulate the 
noiseless, loving ministry of the 
flower. Said Schiller: 
// thou wouldst attain to thy highest 
Go look wpon the' flower; what that 

does 
Will-lessly, thfit do thou wiUvngly. 

Some time ago I read a treatise, 



the title of which I fail to remember, 
neither can I recall the author's 
name. Man is becoming an urban- 
ized creature, the writer argued, so 
much so that love for the country is 
a thing of the past an effete relic of 
medievalism that has been carried 
over into this "machine" age, but is 
bound eventually to disappear. The 
machine will take the place of the 
pasture; towering man-made moun- 
tains of stone and steel will win the 
love that he once bestowed: 

"On a throne of rocks, in a robe of 
clouds. 
With a diadem of snow." 

Can you imagine such a thing hap- 
pening ? I cannot. God forbid that it 
ever should. Ever has God in nature 
been the inspiration of man's achieve- 
ments. To tear away from this would 
be for man as the turning of the 
child from its mother. 

What artist can portray on canvas 
the turquoise of the summer sea; the 
flashing diamonds of the night sky; 
the majesty of the storm-cloud ? 

What musician can interpret in 
nature's tone the warbling of bird, 
the singing of wind, the cadence of 
foaming cascade? 

What machine, however deft it may 
be, can reproduce a common blade of 



WHAT CONVERSION MEANS 

SALVATION implies conversion, 
which means a change of heart. 
When men first discover their real 
condition before God, they find that 
they want help in two directions — 

(a) They have broken the law of 
God, and need forgiveness. 

(b) Their evil habits have got such 
a mastery over them that they 
are really slaves, and need de- 
liverance from their bondage. 

To meet the first need there Is the 
blessing of pardon; and for the 
second there is the destruction oi the 
power of evil by the Holy Ghost. 

God implants in the soul of those 
whom He forgives a- new heart, 
which loves Him, hates sin, and de- 
lights in Holiness, so that it becomes 
afterwards as easy and natural to do 
right as before it was to do evil. 
This change we speak of as conver- 
sion. 



grass, or bring into being a simple 
buttercup? Man has yet much to 
learn from nature. And the greatest 
lesson is that of true Beauty. 

Have you discerned God this holi- 
day-time? Have you seen His handi- 
work in the wood, In the darksome 
pines, the gurgling brook, the far- 
spread pasture-land? Perhaps you 
descried Him in. the storm. Mayhap 
the sea has spoken of Him to your 
soul; the purity of a winsome flower, 
the carolling of a bird. 

If God has approached you in any 
way in the Outdoors, and your soul 
has been stirred to its depths thereby, 
write to "The War Cry" of your ex- 
perience for the benefit of those 
kindred spirits who are fired with 
love of the noble and beautiful, as 
well as those who are not. 
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The Army Out In The Open Spaces 

These warm Summer days find the crowds seeking the shady Parks, where the cool breezes blow. That our com- 
rades are eagerly grasping the magnificent opportunity thus presented of proclaiming Salvation's news is seen by 
the accompanying pictures, taken within recent weeks. Our Bands are in the van of this splendid enterprise, and 
with music, song and testimony are accomplishing Kingdom work, the results of which can never fully be recorded. 
Hundreds of people are reached by this means, many of whom belong to the "unchurched masses." 





West Toronto broadcasts arresting Salvation strains in leafy High Park 



Charlottetown's newly-formed Band occupies a place of vantage 




Interested spectators surround Earlscourt's Open-air service in the Park 



Iliverdale'» Open-air gathering attracts East end crowds 




On the grassy slopes of Dovercourt's Sunday afternoon rendezvous, scores of people gather every week and hear the Glad News of Salvation 




Two "snaps" of Toronto Temple comrades holding their usual Sunday aftern oon service in Allan Gardens, in the down-town district of the Queen City 



August 2, 1930 



THE WAR CRY 



5 



SaHKasjiMB'S'3.7*;*: *' *' awj r MiT'itwgCTrotwir'*w*viTOttvi7rrrrt^^ wtwaw^^^travawtraif^mrTrriTOiare^aKi 



rfV 



/M7£ ^ GOOD TIME 

Shout Your Friends as You Leave the Busy Town for Nature's 
Quiet and Secluded Haunts 



» 



WITH what keen anticipation 
physically and mentally tired 
men and women hail the ap- 
proach of the annual holidays! 

The daily routine of the weeks and 
months has taken its toll of nerve- 
force and has tested one's power of 
endurance (in some cases) almost to 
the breaking point. Now the vaca- 
tion period brings the cessation of 
those exacting duties that have prov- 
ed so severe a strain upon one's re- 
serve strength; and one can now ex- 
perience the joy of relaxation! How 
kindly rest and freedom from the 
daily occupation come to the weary 
frame; and how exhilarating to the 
spirits are the novelties of the new 
environment! 

For such reasons one's holidays 
may prove highly beneficial. Fre- 
quently, however, the physical wants 
are deemed of so much, importance 
that the spiritual welfare is neglected. 
The influence of new companions and 
surroundings often lead followers of 
Christ to forget, in a measure, their 
best Friend, and the result is, invari- 
ably, disappointment, growing unrest 
and, quite often, condemnation. Thus, 
the benefit that should be derived 
from the vacation may be changed to 
a baneful effect. For at no time is 
a Christian in more danger than dur- 
ing periods of relaxation! 

One must learn that it is not with 
one's physical requirements as it is 



Envoy David Shankland, in 

this article, tolls how to get the 

best out of your rest days. 



with one's spiritual requirements! To 
obtain physical strength one must 
have, at least, a partial cessation of 
ordinary contacts. But to obtain spir- 
itual rest and strength one must have 
increased contact with Christ, the 
source of spiritual blessing. "They 
that wait upon the Lord shall renew 
(change) their strength." 

During the vacation, if one would 
be truly benefitted, he must care- 
fully seek a closer friendship with 
Christ. What a golden opportunity 
one has to do so, when, more than 
usually, he is master of the passing 
hours! 

Beyond question there is much so- 
lace as well as exhilaration to be 
found in the enjoyment of the beauty 
and tha balm of nature; but, to fully 
obtain the helpful influence of 
nature's healing touch, one's heart 
must be in harmony with the will 
and the purpose of the divine 
Creator of nature. For it is true 
that "Life is found alone in Jesus." 
Such Life imparts love, joy and 
peace; and there can be no complete 
holiday without these desirable es- 
sentials to true happiness. 

When one becomes enriched by 
more intimate fellowship with Christ, 
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lie will understand this more clearly. 
While he will fully enjoy the beauti- 
fying touch of the finger of God upon 
the face of nature, he will, in a new 
way, realize that men, not things, 
are the most important, as well as 
the most interesting work of God's 
hand! He will become endowed with 
a larger portion of the great compas- 
sion of our Lqrd for the souls of men 
who are drifting. The happy vaca- 
tion days will become useful days, 
while he breaks the Bread of Life to 
famished souls and leads some of 
them to a knowledge of the love of 
God in Christ Jesus. 

Very subtle are the suggestions of 
the enemy in relation to the use we 
make of the days of freedom from or- 
dinary duties. How anxious he is to 
rob God's children of "a conscience 
void of offence toward God and to- 
ward man." He would have one be- 
lieve that he is too awkwardly sit- 
uated to be true to his religious train- 
ing and loyal to his Master, because 
of new surroundings and of contact 
with strangers. 

But, if one hearkens to the voice of 
God, he will revel in the opportunities 
that open to him under such circum- 
stances. He will see results, even 
during the short period of his holi- 
days, and the work accomplished for 
God and souls will be a happy mem- 
ory throughout the days of another 
year, with its everyday tasks. 



WHICH is the greater test of 
character— work or play ? 
The visitor to a factory will 
see perhaps hundreds of men and 
women doing their appointed jobs. 
In bank or office he will find rows 
and rows of clerks bending over their 
ledgers. There will seem little differ- 
ence between one of those human cal- 
culating-machines and the next, be- 
tween one of those factory girls and 
the neighbor who works beside her. 
For the time being they are under re- 



The Hours of Play a Truer Test 

of Character than Hours of Work 

Religion should Touch our Hours of Recreation as closely as it does our Minutes of Worship 

character to a very great extent. 

Having these facts in mind, 
thoughtful people must find it diffi- 
cult to feel content with many forms 
of amusement that attract multitudes 
to-day. They are deeply tainted with 
vulgarity. 

They are vulgar in the sense of 
being inane, or nasty; too often they 
unite these qualities. Sometimes they 
pander to the love of the sensational. 
Sometimes they are not worse than 
extremely vapid. Sometimes they ap- 
peal, with a diminishing amount of 
disguise, to the instincts of animal- 
ism. Of that type are too many of 
the plays produced of late. Dramatic 
critics, who certainly do not suffer 
from any Puritan squeamishness, have 
had to avow their frank disgust at the 
decadence of the modern theatre . . . 
Much the same must be said of the 
picture show. 

Generally speaking, the theatrical 
and film purveyors supply vulgarity 
because it pays. In other words, it is 
what the public likes. When we turn 
to the world of literature we find that 
while a clever novel may succeed, a 
clever novel which is also salacious 
has a far greater chance of becoming 
a "best seller." 

When it comes to music, the popu- 
lar taste is for the meretricious, the 
barbaric. Motoring* top, has now be- 
come almost a national form of 
amusement. In theory, it provides 
fresh air and stimulates a love of 
beauty. In practice, the week-end 
motorist encloses himself in a box 
and tries simply to rush past every 
other motorist. When he pauses he 
shows his appreciation of the beaut- 
ies of nature by defiling every glade 
with garbage. 

This inability to sit still, this craze 
for rush, this impatience with all that 
is not trivial, this depraved appetite 
for the noisy and the noisome, this 





straint, and individuality is repressed. 

Work, in its modern and highly-or- 
ganized forms, reveals little of char- 
acter. 

But play shows it speedily. When 
the shutters are up the rows of men 
and women that semed so alike in the 
office or factory will prove how im- 
mensely various they really are by 
their choice of recreation. To find out 
how a worker spends his Saturday 
afternoons and Sundays is to learn 
far more about the real man and his 
character than any employer can tell. 

And what is true of the individual 
is true of the nation as a whole. 



Grave students investigating our na- 
tional character incline to base their 
judgment upon our success or failure, 
in their view, as workers. Are our 
employers enterprising and far- 
sighted? Are the employed keen, 
careful and industrious ? Then all is 
well, it seems, with the nation's fu- 
ture. Are, as other observers main- 
tain, masters and men alike ineffi- 
cient ? Then we are a 
nation on slackers," 
deficient in character, 
and bound to go under 
in the stress of world 
competition. 

No doubt such ver- •• 
diets are interesting, 
and, so far as they are 
based on first - hand 
evidence, worth serious 
notice. Obviously the 
material welfare of 
any country must de- 
pend upon the' brains 
and industry given to 
its work, and it is also 
true that the way in 
which a nation works 
does reflect to a limit- 
ed extent, a nation's 
character. 

Yet the careful 
student ■ might do 
well to postpone his eulogy of the na- 
tion's character until he had taken 
stock 1 of its amusements. These it is 
which show what kind of people we 
are — or, yet more significantly, what 
kind of people we are becoming. 

Our amusements show what is our 
free choice to-day, and what sort of 
heritage the next generation will take 
over from us. They prove what we 
really are by demonstrating wherein 
we find the greatest pleasure when 
we are at liberty. And they are both 
cause and effect; our national char- 
acter shapes our amusements, and 
our amusements shape our national 



vulgarity of taste in so many forms 
of national amusement, is an unplea- 
sant feature, of our age. Many second- 
ary factors could be named as having 
had a share in bringing it about. Yet 
to neutralize each of them in turn 
would not be really to effect a cure. 

The evil lies deeper. It has its root 
in character itself. And character is 
at fault from a Jack of true religion. 
The heart is restless, as St. Augustine 
said long ago, until it rests on God, 
who alone can satisfy. 

Modern men and women are dissat- 
isfied in a vague fashion, for which 
they cannot account. They shrink 
from thought, they seek refuge in 
anything which will give them 
change, noise, and excitement. They 
pander to the baser instincts of their 
nature because their spiritual facul- 
ties have been atrophied. They are 
loth to "think on the things that are 
pure, lovely, and of good report," less 
from any dislike of such things than 
from an unwillingness to think at 
all, so long as they can help it. 

Yet the day comes when they can- 
not. This vulgarity of amusement 
brings its nemesis of weariness and 
satiety. 

The work of God's people then is 
not merely to rehabilitate the old 
ideals of duty and decency, but to 
correlate them with a creed more 
personal and more vital. ■ We must 
lead people to understand that its 
truths do not effect merely certain 
times and special occupations, V ' 
touch our hours of amusement 
closely as they do our minutes of v 
ship. It will show that religion U 
complete unless it is related 
every part of life. It will show 
life fails unless every part of 
dominated by religion. 



When you have read thii 
Cry," hand it to your fri 
neighbor. 
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SERGEANT SAM 

A Charming Story of a Loyal Salvationist 
of the Australian Back Bloocks 

By Lieut.-Colonel Thoma» Driscoll, Melbourne 
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THE mail-coach ceased its 
rattling over the rough 
and came to a halt at a wayside 
refreshment room. A few minutes 
later the coach from the, opposite 
direction arrived. Thus it came about 
that the Captain and Lieutenant ap- 
pointed to Blackville, in the back- 
blocka, met the Officers who had just 
left the Corps. There were many 
things to ask and tell in the brief 
moments they spent together. 

As the coach, bound for the rail- 
way town, started off, a voice called 
back, "Captain, Lieutenant, be sure 
you are good to Uncle Sam. He's 
one of the whitest men alive." 

Uncle Sam! Who was he? What 
was he like ? And what was his 
standing as a Salvationist at Black- 
ville? Perhaps the Sergeant-Major of 
the little Corps! Thus the Officers 
ruminated as their coach rattled on. 
* * * 

Rain was falling fast, and it was 
almost ten o'clock before the coach 
drew up at the Blackville post office 
and the passengers alighted. A little 
band of Salvationists awaited the ar- 
rival of the new Officers, and amongst 



the Officers discovered 

He was a full-blooded 

an Australian native, 

and on his coat-sleeve he wore three 

red stripes — Sergeant Sam. 

Most of the folk there despised ab- 
originals, but a sincere woman-Sol- 
dier of the Cross, who helped Sam to 
abandon his drunken . habits through 
the power of the Blood, saw, in every 
man and woman of every color and 
nationality, a Blood-bought soul. One 
night her invitation brought Sam to 
a meeting, and before the service was 
over he had found the Saviour. It was 
not the first time that Sam had heard 
the Gospel message, for he had been 
a frequent listener at The Army's 
Open-Air meetings, but he had never 
before ventured into the Hall. At the 
Mercy-seat the Officer did not hurry 
things, but step by step he led Sam 
to embrace the new life of a follower 
of the Master. 

"A Handful!" 

Concerning the days previous to 
his conversion, Sam was mostly re- 
ticent, though some of the old towns- 
people whispered that many a time 
it had taken three policemen to es- 
cort him to the jail. (In Australia it 
is a crime to give, or sell, intoxicating 
liquor to aboriginals, but in spite of 
this it is no uncommon thing to find 
one of these people drunk.) Now that 
his sinful past was forgiven Sam 
took every opportunity that present- 



international Pars 




This 
first real 

since my opera- 
tion (writes Col- 
onel Barr, Terri- 
torial Commander 
for Korea, with 
regard to a visit to Taiku and 
Yong Dong) . There have been no bad 
leffects whatever. My general health is 
better than it has, been for years. 
The Colonel's friends in Canada East 
will be glad to learn this. 

* * * 

Adjutant and Mrs. Sowton have 
been appointed Sectional Officers for 
the Shantung Section, North China, 
the centre of much unrest, which 
makes it difficult for any one to get 
to the city. The Adjutant is a son of 
Commissioner Sowton, International 
Secretary for Europe and the Domin- 
ions, and a former Territorial Com- 
mander for Canada East. 

* » » 

Lt.-Commissioner Palstra, Territor- 
ial Commander, Dutch East Indies, 
has just completed his forty-fifth 
year as an Army Officer. 

* * * 

Commissioner Mrs. Lucy Booth- 
Hellberg, Territorial Commander for 
South America, East, has lately suf- 
fered from influenza, but has made a 
good recovery. 

* ♦ * 

Commissioner De Groot has recent- 
ly paid a visit to Northern Rhodesia 
in connection with arrangements for 
the General's forthcoming visit. He 
expresses himself as being well satis- 
fied with arrangements he was able 
to make, and assures us that the 
General will have a wonderful time 
in this Colony. 



was my A party of six hundred Japanese 
journey emigrants which recently arrived in 

South America included twenty-one 

Salvationists. 

* » * 

The Army's Sailors' Home in Ant- 
werp is to be extended- 



ed itself of working for God in the 
dear old Army. 

He became a "War Cry" seller, and 
amongst his customers was his old- 
time jailer who, on "War Cry" day, 
had always a cup of tea and some re- 
freshments waiting for the Herald. 

Sam was also the Hall-Sergeant of 
the little Corps. Have you heard it 
said that the aboriginals are noted 
for their dislike of and disregard for 
cleanliness and order? Then I claim 
for my friend Sam the contrary to 
this, for he scrubbed the boards of 
that dingy old skating-rink where we 
held our meetings until one hated to 
go anywhere near the place with a bit 
of mud on one's boots. 

Faithful to the End 

How he loved The Army Officers! 
The Lieutenant of the Corps had 
been much worried one day about the 
non-arrival of an expected telegram 
giving news of a sick relative, and 
the Officers drove off to the nine- 
mile Outpost about 6 p.m. They had 
only gone a little while when Sam es- 
pied a messenger, and in his hand 
the expected telegram. Quickly the 
old man grasped the situation. 

"I'll deliver it," he told the boy, 
and, just as the meeting at the dis- 
tant OutpOst was about to close Sam 
walked into the room, dusty and tired, 
and handed the telegram to the Lieu- 
tenant. He had walked nine miles to 
deliver it! 

My friend Sam lived to a ripe old 
age, was a faithful Salvationist to 
the end — always wore his Sergeant's 
stripes, and years ago heard the 
"Well done," of Jesus, and found his 
place in Heaven. Hallelujah! 



Since the beginning of January The 
Army has distributed 3,379,227 meals 
from its porridge kitchens in Peiping 
and Tientsin, North China. 

* » * 

A Day of Fire was announced to 
take place in Sydney recently, 
Commissioner Maxwell leading, as 
part of a month's Bigger and Better 
Campaign throughout the Australian 
East Territory. This Campaign is 
known as the B.B.C, 

* » • 
Economic depression has brought 

about a state of poverty and distress 
in Sydney that has hardly ever be- 
fore been known (says the Austra- 
lia East "War Cry"). The Army is 
running Soup Kitchens and distribut- 
ing clothing. 



IN THE MARATHI COUNTRY 

Lt.-Commissioner and Mrs. Ewens, 
of Western India, recently undertook 
an extensive tour in the Marathi 
Country. 

In the Shevgaon Division a meet- 
ing was held in the school house for 
high-caste people who had not yet 
come under our influence. Local 
celebrities took a prominent part, 
while one of the audience translated. 

At Satara Girls' School, sixteen 
Corps Cadets' Certificates were pre- 
sented to the girls. 
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EARTHQUAKE AND 
TRAVELLING THRILLS 

But Neither People nor Property 
Suffer Damage 

The recent earthquake in Burma 
fortunately did not damage either any 
of our people or our property. The 
Divisional Commander writes: 

"Our house, which is a wooden one, 
rocked like a cradle; but we were not 
hurt. Immediately it was over, a 
friend kindly motored me to all our 
properties. Not one of them was 
injured." 

Ensign Ashley and Captain Stevens 
were married by the Divisional Com- 
mander recently. On the way to 
Kalaw for their honeymoon, the train 
on which they travelled was just 
saved from disaster by being pulled ■ 
up sharply. A bridge had fallen, ap- 
parently as a result of the earth- 
quake. Mrs. Ashley was thrown from 
a top berth and rendered unconscious. 
She recovered and on the call coming 
for first-aid workers she worked 
with the doctors for six hours, attend- 
ing to other passengers. 



"IN JOURNEYINGS OFT " 

In Chile and Bolivia 

Brigadier Lindvall and Staff-Cap- 
tain Dennis recently visited Northern 
Chile and Bolivia, in South America, 
East, Territory. "En route to Valpar- 
aiso," writes the Staff-Captain, "the. 
comparative quiet of the train coach 
was disturbed by signs of fire and ex- 
cited cries of agitated passengers. 
The wood of the carriage floor was 
on fire in two places, but, by prompt 
attention a position fraught with seri- 
ous possibilities of danger was, praise. 
God, avoided." 

At La Pas, a most interesting work 
is in progress among Bolivian young 
men. The Corps Officer holds, two 
nights a week, reading and writing 
classes, and here a fine group of 
young men are learning the basic 
essentials of schooling which hitherto 
they have not been privileged to re- 
ceive. One of the translators in our 
public meeting had through these 
classes learned to read and write. 




A Salvation Yacht 

Dedicated for Service on Dutch Waterways 



Colonel Stank- 
uweit, the new 
Chief Secretary 
for Holland, 

) sends the follow- 
ing interesting 
news: 
"The Commis- 
•' sioner has been 
J able to get a 
forty - five ton 
*' motor yacht 

'•which is to be 
used in connec- 
tion with cam- 
•paigns in cities 
and villages ly- 
ing on the borders of the Dutch, 
canals. This new scheme has been 
received with enthusiasm. Comrades 
and friends have helped liberally with 
donations for the purchase of the 
yacht. 

The Salvation yacht has started on 
its first tour and crossed the Zuyder- 
zee on its way to Heerenveen, where 
an eight days' Campaign will be held. 
The crew consists, apart from the 
skipper and his wife, of two Captains 
and six Lieutenants. The boat was 
dedicated by the Commissioner on the 
Canal in front of the Central Station 
in Amsterdam. Several hundreds 
of people were present. 

Forty-six Cadets were recently 
commissioned. The "Concertgebouw," 



which seats 2,000, was crowded for 
the occasion. It was a wonderful 
meeting and great was the enthusi- 
asm when the crew of the Gospel 
yacht was installed and took their 
places in a boat on the huge platform. 

That the work among the prisoners 
and ex-prisoners is of great blessing 
is shown by the following letter from 
one of the sergeants who visits the 
prisoners : 

"This morning I entered a prison- 
er's cell at the moment he was read- 
ing a letter from home. He said our 
singing in the prison at Easter had 
been of such blessing to him and 
brought him so much comfort that he 
wrote his mother about it. He showed 
me the letter he had just received 
which said that just when his mother 
was feeling particularly ■ anxious 
about her boy the doorbell rang. 
When she opened the door two young 
men in Army uniform stood there and 
asked if they might enter, which they 
were allowed to do. The young men 
talked to the old lady and showed her 
the way to Jesus and prayed with her 
on behalf of her prodigal son." 

The Army is about to take over 
from the city at Apeldoorn, a Chil- 
dren's Home, twenty-two, out of 
twenty-six members of the Council 
having voted in favor of this, which 
shows the great sympathy the popu- 
lation of this place have for The 
Army, and the work being done. 
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What a glorious opportunity we have in the great out-doors during these Summer days for witnessing- to the 
•truth! Are we delivering- our message in a manner calculated to arrest the passer-by? Here is a model for the 
kind of Open-air address that grips the crowd. 



"STOP, Stranger!" 

' The Woods, the Hills, the Trees, the Birds, 
the Flowers, are all my Lord's" 



STOP stranger, you have no right 
to drive on this road; and you 
lady, please, cannot be allowed to 
walk along this path; I am going to 
tell these people yonder that they 
must not enjoy the meadows and can- 
not look on the scenery. All this is 
my Lord's Estate. 

As far away as you can see, 
friends, the woods, the hills, the trees, 
the birds, the flowers, are all my 
Lord's. Did you know? Yes, and 
the breeze and the dew-drops and 
the sun-rays are all sent by Him to 
mak^ this garden pleasant. The sky 
above is His also, and so is the sea. 
Has no one told you ? 

Did I say, stranger that you had 
no right to drive on this road? You 
looked surprised. Yet it is so; but I 
wish to draw your attention to the 
fact that my Lord God had really 
first made this park for your enjoy- 
ment. He thought of you when He 
designed it, painted it, filled it with 
perfume and music. 

Let me tell you also: He is not 
angry with you because you are here, 
and He will not forbid you to walk 
about and delight in the charms of 
. His handiwork. Oh! No. He likes 
you to admire it and to get out of it 
all you can. 

But now, come, do you not feel un- 



easy at times at the thought that 
you have never said "Thank You" to 
my Lord for all His benefits? You 
never thought of it! Indeed that is 
what grieves Him, you see. I, too, 
feel sorry for Him, and for you, and 
this reminds me that I might tell you, 
though you are a stranger, what hap- 
pened to me when I came to discover 




thought, "here I have been enjoy- 
ing it all, and His love never touched 
me. Have I no heart to give thanks 
then ?" 

I searched and found that I was not 
only ungrateful, but selfish, proud, 



"THE METHOD OF THE AUTHOR OF OUR 
SALVATION IS SIGNALLY BLESSED BY GOD" 

TO MANY CHRISTIAN PEOPLE open-air services of any nature 
are repulsive. They consider the street corner quite beneath their 
dignity, but it has been apparent In the past — still is apparent 
and is. becoming more apparent— that the method of the Author of our 
Salvation, who Himself taught the multitude from a sailing vessel at 
the sea shore, Is signally blessed by God. 

Perhaps The Salvation Army leads the Church the world oyer in 
its efforts to gather in from the highways and the 'by-ways men and 
women who would probably never enter a church and who consequently 
would never find the Saviour apart from the open-air services rendered 
by Christians whose dignity is sacrificed in the fulfilment of the Master's 
command: "Go ye Into all the world and preach the Gospel to every 
creature." — Extracts from "The Globe," Toronto. 



and knew also that the world, my 
Lord's park, would be more beautiful, 
in fact would be perfect without me. 
My presence in it was objectionable. 
I was like a stain in the' picture; my 
voice like an untuneful note in the 
choir. Ah! sin was upon me and in 
me. 

You see, I was a stranger in my 
Lord's park. But now, for Jesus' 
sake, He has cleansed and pardoned 
me. I am in tune- with my Lord's 
will and purpose. I walk with Him in 
the garden. 

And I want to say also: He has 
promised me a still better world, and 
sin is never to enter there. Will you 
let me show you the way to my Lord's 
Heaven ? 



my own indebtedness to my Lord. I 
was full of confusion. I was angry 
with myself. "Ungrateful wretch," I 



full of sin, unworthy, out of harmony 
— yea, black and filthy. An awful 
sense, you will agree; yes, and I felt 



A VILLAGE RAID 

Motorists Listen — Crowds Attend 
Open-Airs and Pack Town Hall 

The old town of Richmond, famous 
in the history of the Ottawa 
Valley, was stirred on Sunday, when 



THE SALVATION ARMY was born on the streets amongst the people. We think of our beloved Founder, William Booth, standing 
on Mile End Waste, and pray that the scene may be a true symbol of The Army always and everywhere. It has organized open-air 
fighting, making this an essential feature of its operations, refusing to defer to changes of season or pay too exact heed to weather. 
Some of the choicest Victories have been won in the Open-air. So dearly has the privilege of this service been accounted, that, rather 
than lose it, Salvationists have endured imprisonment, the spoiling of their goods, and many sufferings. 

It is fitting that we should have within our ranks in these Summer days a new appreciation of Open-air fighting and an intenser zeal to 
promote it as much as lies within our power. 

There seems among the people a growing disinclination to gather in buildings, but in the open spaces they are found in multitudes, 
willing to hear us. It is a high privilege to preach the unsearchable riches of Christ in the Grand Cathedral of the open-air, with all the 
freedom and naturalness of the streets. 



" A QUESTION FOR & . 

Are Our Open- Air Meetings Worth 

While? By a Corps Sergeant-Maj or 





The gate being shut, we sang over 
the wall 

I SHOULD say they are worth 
while if only for the number of 
times that we are asked to min- 
ister to people in a special way. In 
our Corps we are frequently asked to 
play to sick people. They seldom 
want the new songs! They ask nearly 
always for "Nearer, my God, to 
Thee," "Abide with me," "What a 
Friend," and others that are univer- 
sally known and loved. 

When these requests are fulfilled 
we are of great blessing to the people, 
and our habitual standing in the 
Open-air leaves with the public the 
knowledge that when they are in sore 
need of spiritual help they can al- 
ways turn to The Army. 



One Sunday night two girls came 
to the Penitent-form in our Hall. On 
the following Friday we had an Open- 
air meeting at a village a mile away. 
On the doorstep of one house we saw 
our two girl-converts. With them was 
their mother, who asked me for a 
piece of Army ribbon. 

I spoke to her about her soul and 
she burst into tears, saying she 
would very much like to give her 
heart to God. We turned that Open- 
air into a Prayer-meeting and al- 
though she could not face the ordeal 
of a surrender in the street, that wo- 
man came to our Hall on the follow- 
ing Sunday 1 and there gave her heart 
to God. That was six years ago. She 
stands to-day. Hallelujah! 

At an Open-air meeting on the 
beach five miles away I spoke to a 
man about his soul, referring him to 
the courage that had been needed in 
France to take men "over the top." 

"You had better take courage and 
surrender to God in this crowd," I 
said. 

He obeyed the impulse of the Holy 
Spirit, kneeling beside the drum. He 
is converted to-day. Hallelujah! 

A man who watched us on that oc- 
casion asked me if I would walk 
along the road with htm. He told me 
that he was a local preacher and he 
had been studying the word "cour- 
age" for a week, but he had never 



seen courage exemplified as he had 
seen it that afternoon. 

At a farmhouse sixteen miles away 
we were asked to repeat the song we 
had sung nine months before. 

"That's put us in a bit of a fix," 
said I, "for we've sung a few songs 
since then! If you could quote us a 
verse or a line of it we might be able 
to remember." 

"I don't recall the exact words," 
said the farmer, "but it was about 
'Boundless.' " 

"We know it," we replied, " 'O 
boundless Salvation, deep ocean of 
love.' " 

During an Open-air in a near-by 
village a Sister sang, "Come, with 
me visit Calvary," and a motorist 
who was passing stepped into the 
ring, saying, "That song has touched 
me more than words can say." 

On another occasion we sang "Tell 
me the old, old story," to an old game- 
keeper standing on his doorstep. 
Tears came rolling down his cheeks 
as we sang. Another time, when we 
could not get into a garden, we sang 
over the top of a wall, and an old 
lady came on two sticks to thank us, 
saying she had nothing more to live 
for than Christ. 

I believe in the Open-air. And I 
thank God for the privilege which 
Is mine of publishing the glad news 
of Salvation to whosoever in this way. 



the Ottawa III Corps Cadets, accom- 
panied by Commandant and Mrs. 
Davis, held special meetings there. 

Brother Chas. Findlay, The Army's 
only representative in Richmond, put 
in a full day of fighting! The Town 
Hall had been kindly placed at our 
disposal, and following a splendid 
Open-air meeting, in which some 
Church friends took part, a Holi- 
ness meeting was held. Corps Cadet 
R. Blair, who is acting as Corp 
Cadet Guardian, piloted the meeting 
Corps Cadet Gillett gave a shor 
talk on Holiness, and Commandant 
Davis gave the address. 

The people were eager to heai 
more, and a greatly increased audi- 
ence met us when we came in frorr 
the afternoon Open-air. A specia 
service, entitled "The Message of thi 
Bells," was given by the Cadets ant 
was greatly enjoyed, especially thi 
singing of the Sextet. 

Cars, filled with people, began h 
arrive before we started our Open 
air at night, and the Hall was ful 
for the inside meeting, while a crow 
stood around the doors, eagerly list 
ening to the meeting. ■ 

Corps Cadet Nichols gave a 
Salvation, and 
delighted the pc 



minute talk on 
Sextette again 
with a song. 

Cadet Blair 
from the Word 



brought a mess* 
Lieutenant Ellv" 
who is furloughing in the coi 
nearby, assisted In the Prayer-' 
ing. The men Corps Cadets ' 
greatly with their instn 
throughout the day, as did 
Cadet Douglas at the piano. 

We praise God for so honoring our 
effort to carry Good Tidings to the 
villagers, 



THE WAR CRY 



August 2, 1930 



SM, 



,WAR#CRY 



1 %*SU*ffMHA»ft 



OvnCUlOlKUNa/ i , 



•SS2 1 "" 



COMMISSIONER, JAMES HA¥, 
Territorial Commander, 

James and Albert Sts,, Toronto, out. 

Printed for The Salvation Army In 
Canada East and Newfoundland, by The 
Salvation Army Printing House, 20 
Albert Street, Toronto 2, Ont. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES! A copy of 
The War Cry (including the Special 
Easier and Christmas Issues) will be 
mailed to any addrosB in Canada for 
twelve months for the sum of $2.60, pre- 
paid. 

All Editorial communications should be 
addressed to the Editor. 



A VACATION PRAYER 

tt\ki E thank Thee, God, for the 
W liberty of the out-of-doors 
and the open sky, We praise Thee 
for quiet empty spaces, for rain and 
sun and wind, for the voices of si- 
lence, for ecstacy and peace. For- 
give us our neglect of the simple 
ways of happiness. Free us from the 
bondage to prison-houses we have 
made for ourselves. 

"Restore to us the lost use of our 
souls and senses. May no bird- 
song fall upon our ears in Vfim! May 
no flower of the field bloom to dull 
eyes! May no wave of the sea break 
to unresponsive hearts. 

"Teach us to hear Thee, see Thee, 
find and adore Thee, in all the won- 
der, beauty find law of Thy universe. 
Amen." 



. OFFICIAL GAZETTE 

APPOINTMENTS: 

BRIGADIER BLOSS, to be Assistant 
Men's Social Secretary. 

BRIGADIER. JAMES CADVERT, to be 
Property Secretary, Territorial Head- 
quarters. 

BRIGADIER THOMAS BURTON, to be 
Divisional Commander, Ottawa. 

BRIGADIER FRED KNIGHT, to Men's 
Social Metropole, Montreal. 

MAJOR CHRIS. SPARKS, to be Trade 
Secretary, Territorial Headquarters. 

MAJOR RUPUS SPOONER, to be Terri- 
torial Young People's Secretary and 
Candidates' Secretary. 

MAJOR GILBERT BEST, to be Di- 
visional Commander, London. 

MAJOR ARTHUR BRISTOW, to he Di- 
visional Commander, Sydney. 

MAJOR CHARLES TUTTE, to Sub- 
scribers' Department, Montreal. 

MAJOR JOHN WRIGHT, to be Prop- 
erty Inspector, Territorial Headrjuar- 

MAJOR THOMPSON, to Men's Social, 

Montreal. 
MAJOR McELHINEY, to Men's Social, 
Ottawa. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN A. SMITH, to Men'a 
Social, Toronto. 

STAFF- CAPTAIN GEORGE WILSON, 
to be Divisional Young- People's Secre- 
tary, Hamilton. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN LUDWIG URBAKI, 
td .be Divisional Young Peoples' Sec- 
retary, Montreal. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN HERBERT PORTER, 
to be Assistant Property Secretary, 
Territorial Headquarters. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN ALFRED KEITH, to 
be Men's Side Officer, Training- Garri- 
son. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN FRANK HAM, to be 
Divisional Commander, Windsor. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN FRED RICHES, to be 
Divisional Commander, St. John. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN DAVID SNOWDEN, 
to Subscribers' Department, Toronto. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN BENJAMIN, COY, to 
Subscribers' Department, Windsor. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN BENJAMIN BOURNE, 
to Subscribers' Department, Ottawa. 

STAFF-CAPTAIN THOMAS MUNDY, to 
be Private Secretary to the Commis- 
sioner. 

STAFF- CAPTAIN MAY ELLERY, to be 
Divisional Young People's Secretary, 
i St, John. 

Commandant A. Mabb, to the Post 
Office, Territorial Headquarters. 

Adjutant Ernest Green, to be Divisional 
Young- People's Secretary, Toronto 
West Division. 

Adjutant Nettle Stevenson, to be Di- 
visional Young People's Secretary, 
Windsor Division. 

Ensign Annie Smith, to be Secretary to 

the Chief Secretary- 
Captain E. Gordon, to Chief Secretary's 
Department, Territorial Headguarters, 

Captain Arthur Cameron, to the Finance 
Department, Territorial Headquarters. 

Captain Peter Dindores, to the Young 
People's Department, Territorial Head- 
quarters. 

Captain Gertrude Bloss, to be Terri- 
torial Guard Organizer, Territorial 
Headquarters. 

Lieutenant Ethel Overall, P., to Terri- 
torial Headquarters. 

Lieutenant L. Jennings, to territorial 
Headquarters. 

Lipu tenant M. Jewell, to Territorial 
Headquarters. 

JAMES HAY, 

Territorial Commander. 



NE WFOUNDLAND'S CONGR ESS 

Salvationists and Citizens Unite in According 
a Welcome to 

COMMISSIONER AND MRS. HAY 

Unbounded Enthusiasm — Overflowing Audiences— A 

Rousing Citizen's Welcome — Stirring Calls to Saint 

and Sinner — Outpouring of Blessing — A Burst of 

Salvation Fervour 

[By Wire] 

Sunday Night. 

THE PUBLIC CELEBRATIONS in connection with Newfoundland's 
Forty-Fourth Annual Congress, concluded at ten-thirty to-night in a 
burst of Salvation fervor, entirely typical of the people of this Dominion. 
In spite of a heavy downpour, which was unusual weather for the local 
Congress, the Majestic Theatre, in St. John's, was crowded in every part, 
hundreds being unable to secure admission before seven o'clock, the an- 
nounced time of commencement. During the three hours and a half the 
battle for souls lasted, the Commissioner and Mrs. Hay, with Colonel Adby, 
Lt.-Colonel and Mrs. Bladin and others, tolled to lead sinners to the Mercy- 
seat. There was great rejoicing over twenty captures. 

The arrival of the Commissioner and party at the railway station at 
noon on Saturday, was the occasion for a brilliant picture, An affectionate 
display greeted the visitors on the station platform; the Band was playing, 
and a mass of Officers were drawn up to form a guard of honor. The Sub- 
Territorial Commander's hearty address of greeting was appropriately re- 
sponded to by the Commissioner. I 

Saturday evening saw a rousing citizens' welcome to the Commissioner 
and party in No. I Citadel, the Mayors of St. John's presiding, Representative 
speakers offered welcome on behalf of the business section, the medical pro- 
fession, and the religious community respectively. Commissioner and Mrs, 
Hay gave valued addresses. 

This morning, at ten o'clock, a Congress march, composed of Officers, 
Soldiers, Life-Saving Guards, Sunbeams, and Chums, headed by the combined 
Officers and Corps Band, roused the city thoroughly. A splendid gathering 
in the Majestic Theatre followed. The Holiness teaching, given by The Army 
Leaders from Toronto, thrilled their hearers; 

The afternoon saw the same building magnificently crowded for the 
lecture by the Commissioner. The Prime Minister presided and nobly 
acquitted himself. He was supported by leading citizens. Political, educa- 
tional and religious representatives joined in voicing appreciaton of The 
Army's work and of the Commissioner's address on "The Future of The 
Army." All classes of the community are vying with each other to show 
their sympathy and admiration. 

Desperate and long was the Prayer-struggle to-night, through two 
hours, and it looked as if victory would be difficult to gain, but Colonel Adby 
patiently persevered, assisted by Staff-Captain Earle, the Band helping 
splendidly, and impressive surrenders were made at the last minute. 

The Holy Spirit's outpouring Is richly energising Officers and Soldiers, 
overcoming many obstacles and fusing all to concentrated desire and devo- 
tion. The future should tell an improved story for the glory of God and the 
uplift of humanity. 

To-morrow the Commissioner will conduct a tour of visitation of Army 
Institutions and Properties, with a Council for Local Officers, Soldiers and 
ex-Soldiers in the evening. Tuesday and Wednesday will be fully occupied 
with Officers' Councils. 

—JAMES A. HAWKINS, Brigadier. 



'NEATH SHADY BOWERS 

THE CHIEF SECRETARY 
Conducts Services of Praise and 
Worship at Jackson's Point Camp 

HAVE you seen "The Grove" at 
The Army's Jackson's Point 
Camp? No! Then you 

have missed a treat indeed! How 
your heart would have enjoyed the 
happy scene on Sunday morning last 
when the Chief Secretary and Mrs. 
Henry, with Major Spooner, the Ter- 
ritorial Young People's Secretary, led 
the throng in the Forest Temple in a 
period of devotion and worship! 

The Scouts were there, in full uni- 
form, the children of the Fresh-Air 
Camp, too, their sun-tanned faces lit 
with expectancy, and many grown- 
ups — including not a few from neigh- 
boring camps. 

Gladsome song swelled through the 
shady bowers, and then the youthful 
voices of the Scouts were lifted in the 
Responsive reading, Mrs. Henry tak- 
ing the lead. 

Major Spooner's concise remarks 
harmonized splendidly with the Chief 
Secretary's address, which was a 
stirring call to young lives to heed the 
noblest urges of life. 

"The Grove" was the coolest spot 
in Camp on Sunday afternoon. But 
that wasn't the chief reason for the 
assembling of such a fine crowd be- 
neath those soaring cedars! What a 
program that was, over which Major 
Spooner so agreeably presided! 
It certainly contained the spice of life 
— variety! Every item carried in- 
spiration, and food for reflection. A 
very interesting feature was the pre- 
sentation of thirty-two badges to 
Scouts who passed certain tests. 

At night Colonel and Mrs. Henry 
were again affectionately greeted by 
a large number of worshippers, and 
under their ministry, the alfresco 
service proved to be a veritable 
Bethel to hearts young and old. 

"The fight of life is always going 
on," the Colonel said, in giving coun- 
sel and encouragement to hia atten- 
tive auditors, "but if we hold fast the 
things of God, we shall be more than 
conquerors!" 

Not only the Scouts and the "Fresh- 
Air" children, but the adults as well, 
will carry away cherished memories 
of the Colonel's words of helpful ex- 
hortation on this memorable occasion, 
The following day the Scouts 
"broke" Camp, and returned to their 
homes, their places being taken by 
the Life-Saving Guards who, at the 
time of writing, are glorying in the 
joys of the outdoor life. But of them, 
more later. 



Faring Eastward 



Journeying Jottings Picked up by the way 

as the Commissioner Travels Towards 

Newfoundland 



SPED by the good wishes of the 
Chief Secretary and Mrs. Col- 
onel Henry, as well as those of 
Colonel Morehen, the Commissioner 
and Mrs. Hay left the Union Station, 
Toronto, on Tuesday morning, July 
15th, on the first leg of their long 
journey to Newfoundland. They were 
accompanied by Colonel Adby and. 
the "chiel wha taks the notes." 

The first passenger to announce 
that he was a Newfoundlander, go- 
ing home, begged that Colonel Adby 
would manipulate his "box o'. pipes," 
the concertina, for the edification of 
the crowded company in the car. It 
was hot, very hot, ' and the Colonel 
demurred, whereupon the son of the 
Dominion of Newfoundland and Lab- 
rador, to give it its full title, pro- 
ceeded to contribute hymn-tunes on 
his own account, vocally. A courage- 
ous effort, to say the least. 

As for the brave mother of six 
children — the youngest four months 
old — who had been travelling five 
days and nights thus far, from Vic- 
toria, keeping her sextet sweet by 
the sheer calm of collected personal- 
ity, perhaps she did not think the 
singing helped her to pacify the baby. 

How much the ecclesiastical canon 
appreciated the vocal effort was not 



indicated; but he was highly amused 
by the story which Colonel Adby 
told him, when he had set the con- 
versation ball a'rolling. Quickly, this 
is the yarn. Two boys were study- 
ing the gaiters of a newly-elevated 
clergyman — the one aired his knowl- 
edge by saying, "He has just been 
made a canon!" 

"Fancy that!" exclaimed the other, 
who was not impressed. "Why didn't 
they make him a gatling gun? It's 
quicker!" 

"Just one question," said the 
Canon, himself en route for New- 
foundland, "Have you got your gat- 
ling gun with you?" 

"Oh, yes," replied the Colonel, 
"I've had, my Salvation gun for more 
i than forty years, and It is liable to 
1 go off at any minute!" A volley of 
ecclesiastical laughter greeted this 
sally as the passengers "grabbed 
grips" for Montreal and the tea- 
time interval of changed trains. 

Standing on the station platform 
as the cars ran in were Brigadier 
Burrows and Staff -Captain and Mrs. 
Ursaki. The Divisional Commander 
was quickly being interrogated and 
himself asking questions. 

Business awaited the Commission- 
er as soon as he arrived at the 



Cathcart Receiving Home; even be- 
fore he could take a bite or sup he 
had to conduct an interview. The 
dainty meal, served by Adjutant 
Cosway and her helpers, had scarce- 
ly been negotiated ere our quartet 
were off again, faring East, ever 
East. 

Up at four o'clock in the morning, 
the Commissioner has been meeting 
Officers at various stations; Ensign 
Mercer, at Campbellton; Adjutants 
McLean and Hayward, at' Monc- 
ton, and so on; praising God at one 
place with a comrade who has es- 
caped death in an awful accident, 
and advising the Divisional Com- 
mander at another. 

Most interesting was the reminis- 
cence which Colonel Adby evoked at 
Campbellton. When, years ago, this 
town was practically entirely burned 
out and The Army Hall with it, the 
only thing preserved in our building 
was the Bible, which the Colonel, 
who had been specialling there a day 
or two previously, had inadvertently 
left behind him. 

"You will help me, yaw?" asked a 

Scandinavian sailor, whose thumb 

was swathed in bandages, of the 

Commissioner as he met him in the 

(Continued on page 9) 
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EN GOD CALLS 

THE COMMISSIONER AND 
MRS. HAY 

En Route for Newfoundland, 
Stop off at ^ Truro for an Impres- 
sive Meeting 

TRURO, rejoicing in its natural 
park, with gorge and waterfalls 
so satisfyingly complete, and 
possessing scholastic institutions of a 
high order, to say nothing of its rail- 
way concentration, took the Com- 
missioner and Mrs. Hay to its un- 
doubtedly warm heart on Thursday- 
evening, for the Mayor, despite 
other pressing engagements, stole 
half an hour from civic events to 
make the arrival of the Territorial 
Commander a happening of com- 
munal interest, which indeed it was. 
Said His Worship, Mayor George 
Thomas, in greeting the visitors, 
"You have come to an important 
town," and lie went on to show how 
this was so, and it was in the name 
of the people of this town whose 
glories he had unfolded, that he wel- 
comed The Army's Leaders that 
night. He had good cause to think 
well of The Army, for he had known 
something of it all his life, seeing 
that the nursemaid who saw to his 
upbringing, had been a member of 
the Local Corps. 

The Mayor's Nursemaid 

At this point we noted a little 
commotion in one section of the Hall, 
and well there might be, for the lady 
of whom the Mayor spoke was in- 
cluded in the gathering, a proud 
wearer of The Army uniform to this 
clay, and gratified indeed at this 
platform reference by the first citi- 
zen. His Worship also paid tribute 
to the work which The Army is still 
doing in the town under the leader- 
ship of Adjutant and Mrs. Kirbyson. 
The presence of a number of minis- 
ters on the platform, in support of 
the Mayor, added weight to his 
words. 

Heartily received on springing to 
the rail, the Commissioner was im- 
mediately "on side" with his audi- 
ence as, having expressed his grati- 
tude for the warmth of the Mayor's 
greeting, and the thoroughgoing en- 
dorsation offered by the audience, he 
seized upon the opportunity thus pre- 
sented. 

Yes, the world was making progress 
in many ways. Problems which at 
one time appeared to be insoluble 
were problems no longer, and this 
gave occasion for hope respecting 
difficulties which faced us in these 
days. Various aids and agencies had 
worked to this end, and The Salva- 
tion Army was occupying a fore- 
most place among these. The Or- 
ganization had been able to make 
a wonderful contribution towards 
aiding humanity, the Commissioner 
continued, and he went on to out- 
line phase after phase of activity 
affecting many lands. 

Contact 

Fine though the progress and ex- 
tension of Army operations in many 
parts of the world, however, the need 
was desperately real in many ways, 
and in this fair land of Canada, also; 
for, though so much has been done, 
and flagrant evil, in vulgar mani- 
festation, is no longer seen vaunting 
itself unashamed in the streets, 
there remain evils which call for at- 
tention and devoted effort, and the 
speaker commended these to the 
thoughtful consideration of his 
hfiRrsrs 

Many of his auditors may have 
been moved to wonder why it was 
that The Army had achieved such 
wide-spread success, and it fell to 
Mrs. Hay, when called to the front 
by the Commissioner, to let light 
into the darkness. This God-glorify- 
ing work had only been rendered 
possible by contact: 

This in the first place, as between 
the people and the Salvationist. 
(Continued in column 4) 



IN LONDON'S HYDE PARK 

The Army's Sixty-Fifth Anniversary Celebrated 

THE GENERAL 

Takes the Salute and Addresses Six Meetings 



DRUMS of Salvation boomed 
through the West End of Lon- 
don on a recent Saturday after- 
noon, marching over 5,000 Salvation- 
ists to Hyde Park in celebration of 
The Army's Sixty-fifth Anniversary. 
It was one of Dame Fashion's festi- 
val days. The West End had drawn 
to herself from all parts of the world 
a Vanity Fair, agog, like butterflies, 
with the excitement of no purpose but 
enjoyment; through the pleasuring 
congregation wound the long columns 
of an Army whose uniforms spoke 
only of high and devoted service. 

For an hour the march swept past 
the saluting-base at the Marble Arch, 
to which the General stepped when he 
left the head of the procession, and 
where he was supported by the Inter- 
national Commissioners. The roads 
around were blocked. Within the 
park a sea of people moved slowly 
to and fro. Snatches of battle-songs 
and hymns of praise mingled with the 
music from the many Bands. 

All Branches Represented 

In the seven sections all branches 
of Army work were represented. 
Contingents of slum children who had 
trotted merrily past the luxurious ho- 
tels along the route raised a shrill 
cheer for the General. The Tired 
Mothers' Holiday Home charabanc 
was filled with typical East End 
matrons by no means overawed by 
their surroundings. Long columns in 
red and grey represented the Life- 
Saving Movements. When the wear- 
ers of International costumes passed 
by, the flowered ladies on the pave- 



ments were very much outshone. 

Veterans over seventy years of 
age trudged happily past the Gener- 
al. Converts of a week ago were 
there. Two representatives from a 
Men's Eventide Home marched all the 
way. 

Six platforms stood above the thou- 
sands of heads on the Vast expanse 
of shining grass within the park, and 
from each of these a vigorous Sal- 
vation meeting was being led by the 
time the General marched at the rear 
of the procession. He immediately be- 
gan a visit to each meeting, calling 
the thousands of Salvationists around 
to think again of the day when the 
Founder was the only representative 
of the great Organization which they 
now saw. For present achievements, 
however, he had few words. He want- 
ed yet more lives devoted to the pur- 
pose for which The Army stood. Let 
them be given now! 

"Crown Him!" 

At one meeting the crowd was 
singing "Crown Him Lord of all." 

"That is what we want to do to- 
day!" cried the General. "Some peo- 
ple think only of crowning our Lord 
in the next world; but we can crown 
Him here and now with our lives and 
our love. Let there be on this An- 
niversary a greater surrender of our- 
selves to those high purposes for 
which The Army was created." 

Soon six Prayer-meetings were pro- 
ceeding in Hyde Park while the sun- 
shine poured down and the traffic 
rolled swiftly around the edges of 
the green oasis. Here and there peo- 
ple knelt seeking Salvation. 



Faring Eastward: 



Journeying Jottings 

(Continued from page 8) 



corridor of the car. "I wish write 
telegram, but no can do." So the 
Territorial Commander took him 
aside, found out the details to be ex- 
pressed, using French and German 
in the effort, and concocted the 
message. The urgently-offered "tip" 
was not accepted, of course. 

While travelling, the Colonel care- 
fully put his tunic away, using in- 
stead a thin black jacket of light- 
weight material. This led to an in- 
teresting exclamation on the part of 
a lady travelling by the same train. 
Said she, "I take it you are a clergy- 
man, sir." "Oh, no," answered the 
Colonel, "I am a Salvation Army 
Officer." "But not like those other 
two gentlemen, surely!" And the 
Colonel now wonders to which side 
goes the compliment inferred in the 
obvious comparison. 

Passing through the cars, at 
luncheon and other times, it is inter- 
esting to note that here and there 
"The War Cry" is found marking 
the seat of a temporary absentee. 
"See, I have one!" said one pass- 
enger, as he caught the eye of the 
scribe, and he waved a copy of the 
paper with smiling pleasure. 

"Land, land, land!" ejaculated the 
Commissioner, after viewing the 
amazing landscape rolling past the 
windows. "Thousands upon thou- 
sands of acres positively crying out 
for man to utilise them!" 

"Millions! There, at least, we can 
visualize millions!" he exclaimed 
when, at another point, he gazed 
with wonder upon a broadly-spread- 
ing river entirely covered, possibly 
for miles, by tightly-packed logs. 
For miles before this we had seen 
the drifting lumber being borne 
downwards on the bosom of the 
sweeping river, as the railroad track 



had run alongside the waterway, 
while the towering heights above, so 
superbly wooded, spoke of future 
harvests for the experts' axe. 

While passing along the aisle of 
a car, just before reaching Truro, on 
Wednesday evening, Colonel Adby 
saw a man sitting in a dejected 
attitude. "You are in some trouble," 
said the veteran Salvationist. "I am," 
said the man. "My father died on 
Friday; one of my brothers was 
knocked down by an automobile on 
Saturday and killed, and now I have 
a telegram telling me that my two 
remaining brothers were involved in 
a motor-smash on Sunday, and both 
are said to be dying. Trouble 
enough!" The Colonel sat down be- 
side the sorrowing young fellow and 
gave him sympathetic counsel. As 
the Salvationist rose to leave, the 
young man grasped his hand. "Tell 
me who you are," he begged, "I am 
so deeply grateful for your help, for 
indeed you have helped me." The 
Colonel was wearing the light travel- 
ling-coat, already referred to. When 
he had made known his identity, the 
stranger exclaimed, "Well, I am not 
of your faith, but I am nevertheless 
grateful. It was this same Army 
that helped us in France, I remem- 
ber, and here it is again, finding me 
out and giving me a lift in time of 
need! I'll never forget your kindness 
to a heart-broken stranger." 

"Well, well, well! The world grows 
smaller every day!" boomed a p big 
man's voice and, on looking up, the 
Commissioner found the huge fellow 
Standing beside him. "I last saw 
you," he continued, "on the boat 
crossing from Sydney to New Zea- 
land. I remember — " and so the 
reminiscence rolled out from the 
records, of the years, 
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We heartily congratulate Brigadier 
Tilley, Divisional Commander at 
Halifax, who has been admitted to the 
Long Service Order. 

* * * 
Staff-Captain and Mrs. Cowan, of. 

India, have arrived in Canada, and 
are spending their Homeland fur- 
lough in Ottawa. These comrades are 
well-known throughout the Territory, 
having spent some time prior to leav- 
ing for missionary service on the 
Canadian Field. 

* * * 
Brother Home, of Hamilton I, the 

father of Mrs. Commandant Speller, 
Halifax I, passed away recently. We 
pray that the God of comfort may 
sustain the bereaved ones. 

* * * 

Staff-Captain Porter informs us 
that one of the victims of the recent 
oil-still explosion at Sarnia, is the 
husband of Mrs. Huggins, a comrade 
who has been connected with The 
Army since Junior days. Deep sym- 
pathy will be felt with our Sister. 

WHEN GOD CALLS 

(Continued from column 1) 
There had been nothing of the ten- 
foot pole business about the rela- 
tionship set up between the needy 
and the ministering warrior of the 
Blood and Fire forces. 

Certain types, of necessity, ab- 
horred advertisement. Such repre- 
sented the more worthy, usually. 
What was The Army method In 
dealing with such? Mrs. Hay show- 
ed, in her arrestingly-dramatic man- 
ner/ that the close-up manner, the 
sympathetic approach, the following 
of the Saviour's fashion — seeking that 
they might save — guaranteed suc- 
cess. 

The Spiritual Equation 

Yes, but that was not all; the bread 
and butter angle of the proposition 
could not cope with the whole . diffi- 
culty. There was always the spirit- 
ual equation and the effective Salva- 
tionist was only truly effective when 
he or she had accomplished that 
amazing contact, the time-and- 
eternity-affecting introduction be- 
tween needy people and the prov'' 1 
ing, satisfying God. 

In concluding the meeting, in wh 
Colonel Adby, Brigadier Tilley i 
the Editor-in-Chief also took pj 
the Commissioner emphasized 
calls of God which come sound 
adown the aisles of time and, be 
heard in this day, agitate and exerc 
the minds of men to a profound 
gree. True, men were to be foi 
who resisted, who tried to drown, 
to still, or to ignore these calls; 
they came all the same, and ag 
that night, he ventured to say. 
seemed to him that the Almight; 
experienced difficulty in getting 
and women to rise up at His bi< 
and much remained to be done, 
consequence. The Commlssione 
seen something of this in many : 
Nevertheless God was seeking t 
up devotion to those things 
demonstrate the passion shr " 
Jesus. Not every time wasr 
to some heroic situation: the 
issue, the one which compel] 
tion, was that it was God'i 

The brief consecration peril 
ensued was rich with heave 
fluence.- 
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A BOLD VENTURE 

Toronto Meets With Success 



"A bold venture for the mid-Sum- 
mer" was the phase which En- 
sign Wood used with regard to a 
Festival by the Brock Avenue (To- 
ronto) Band and Songsters, which he 
chaired on a recent Monday evening. 

In spite of intense heat the Hall was 
practically full. The Band is making 
remarkable progress, under Band- 
master A,. Brooks. It is playing very 
creditably from the second series 
music. A special feature of the pro- 
gram was "The Army Flag" march. 
Upon entering the bass solo two 
Flags were brought into view. 

Songster Ethel Jennings recited. 
We were also favored with 
two vocal solos by Bandsman Hotch- 
kiss, and Bandsman Bell gave two 
trombone solos. The Songsters ren- 
dered several selections, which in- 
cluded, "The old, old "story," and 
"Wondrous Jesus." This branch of 
the Corps has made rapid progress. 
There are now thirty-five voices. 
Adjutant and Mrs. Barker are the 
Corps Officers. - 



Owing to lack of space we have 
been obliged to hold over the con- 
tinuation of the very informative re- 
' 'iw of the history, work and scope 

The Music Editorial Department 

" next week. 



In this issue are some pictures 
showing a few of our musical com- 
binations taking advantage of the 
opportunity the Summer days af- 
ford them of reaching the crowds 
in ' the open spaces. "The War 
Cry" would welcome any other 
such camera-ettes which illustrate 
this very fruitful side of our 

activities. 

* * * 

In the July "Musical Salvationist" 
just to hand we notice a Holiness 
song entitled "Sanctify me now," the 
music of which is from the pen of 
Bandmaster Hugh Macgregor, of To- 
ronto Temple, the words being sup- 
plied by his brother, Alec. 

The music is simply and yet effect- 
ively scored and well within the range 
of most Brigades. With a number of 
other items in this issue, the song 
will prove a very useful addition to 
our Brigades' repertoire. 
' * * * 

Who has two first Cornet No. 2 
Band Books to spare? Envoy Wee- 
deh, of 128 Day Avenue, Toronto, is 
anxious to secure these. 

* * * 

Many members of our musical fra- 
ternity have shaken the dust of the 
city from thiiir feet and are now 
experiencing the joys of relaxation by 
the side of the cool lakes, or the sea, 
(if they're so fortunate), or in "the 
most delightful spot you ever saw." 
May the vacation days bring to all 
such refreshment pf body, soul and 
mind. 

But keep the watchman on the 
towers. There are many enemies who 
would creep in in an unguarded mo- 
ment. More about this elsewhere in 
this issue. 

* • • 

Let me introduce you to our friend 
Bandsman Blowers, who handles the 



monstre bass. What a time he's hav- 
ing as he "unlaxes!" He little knows 
he's being spied upon. Well, he's a 
hard worker; he's had a strenuous 
year, and he's given freely of his 
spare moments to the great Cause we 
all hold dear. Wet or shine, he's 
been at his post with his Big Bass. 
So don't rouse him; let him enjoy his 
doze. He's laying in a good store of 




energy for the days ahead. A better 
fellow it would be hard to find. The 
best of wishes to him, and all others 
like him! 

* * * 

Dovercourt Band visited Dr. Conboy 
the other evening and cheered him 
with their music. The Doctor, as is 
well-known, is a life-long practical 
friend of The Army and a warm sup- 
porter of the Dovercourt Corps. The 
Doctor deeply appreciated the visit. 
We are glad to know that he has so 
well recovered from his recent ill- 
ness. 

* « * 

With much regret the Toronto 
Temple Band has said farewell to 
Bandsman Horace Sainsbury, who 
has gone to Detroit in connection 
with his employment. Our comrade 
was a valuable member of the cornet 
section, and as pianist, proved of 
much value to the Band. We wish 
him success in his quest across the 
border. 



The new Band, Journal — Nos. 1013 
to 1016 — is now to hand. The issue . 
contains two marches, a selection and 
two short choruses by Handel. 

The first number — 1013 — is a 
march, entitled "Bravest of the 
Brave," written by Staff-Captain B. 
Coles. It is full of melody and goes 
with a swing. 

No. 1014 is the selection, "Jehovah's 
Praises," by Staff-Captain A. H. 
Jakeway. As the title indicates, this 
is praise music of a type which will 
render the item suitable for a variety 
of purposes. 

Handel's music always captivates, 
and his massive choruses are emin- 
ently suitable for transcription for 
the Brass Band. 

This is the first occasion that two 
short choruses have appered as one 
Journal. The first is "Then round 
about the Starry Throne," from 
"Samson," and the second, "Hallelu- 
jah," from "Saul." 

We hope we shall hear these wide- 
ly used. 

The final number is the march "The 
Quest," by Bandmaster H. Scotney. 
Bandsmen are well acquainted with 
the acceptable compositions of this 
composer and the present march is 
very typical of his work. 



TWO ENEMIES 

Says a writer in a musical contem- 
porary : 

"The string player has two ene- 
mies — faulty intonation and 'vibrato'; 
the first is a disease, the second is a 
curse." 

This is what we think about these 
two particular enemies, which so se-' 
riously attack many present-day 
players of brass instruments in our 
ranks. 




gome of our Lif e-S»vlng Scouts In Camp at Jackson's Point. (Left) Bird observation; (right) Preparing an outdoor meal for keen a nettles 
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Women's Point of View X 
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Tired Eyes, Tired Hands and Weary Heart and Brain, 



Free to Refresh each Flagging Sense Again. 
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SOLACE IN THE 

SUMMER GARDEN 

SOLACE— is not that the state 
of feeling, for it is scarcely an 
emotion, that is most truly establish- 
ed when a good man or woman ling- 
ers in the summer garden? Not de- 
light and not the sense of loveliness 
appreciated, which in essence are 
spasmodic emotions, but solace, which 
endures and is sweeter for the last- 
ing. 

Nowhere does serenity better en- 
wrap the mind than in the garden we 
have tended. It is best in solitude, for 
even with good companionship a 
speck of fatal incongruity might be 
started and solace break. 

Then in reverie, with beauty sur- 
rounding, solace from all the harsh- 
ness of nearly every form of our 
modern life is gained. It is a heavenly 
spell, delicate and dreamy. It cannot 
be described in words or represented 
in pictures, but Delius, the blind com- 
poser, stated it in music of the wist- 
ful and discursive kind that is his 
idiom, in the piece he calls "In a 
Summer Garden" — the feelings, the 
solace above all, that imbue his spirit 
as he lingers in his garden. A mere 
touch of incongruity, worldly harsh- 
ness, insincerity, and vulgarity, and 
then indeed the spell is ended. 

Let us go into the garden now, the 
garden of sweet solace and forgetful- 
ness. The sun is shining on the lovely 
flowers. Here is a rose . . ." 



DELICIOUS BEVERAGES 

SUMMER LEMONADE, 

Six lemons, 1 cup sugar, 6 cups cold 
water, lemon slices. 

Extract lemon juice, add sugar, and 
stir until dissolved. Then add water and 
serve Immediately, pouring- Into glasses 
over crushed Ice (not too much ice for 
children). Place a lemon slice over the 
rim of each glass. By dissolving the 
sugar In the lemon juice before adding 
the water you will acquire the real 
knack of lemonade making. 
« ♦ * 

ICED TEA 

More women fall with their iced tea 
than with any other cooling drink at- 
tempted. The flavor of tea should be 
secondary, with that of lemon supreme. 
Otherwise the beverage will be too 
strong for some, too weak for others, 
and have a tea flavor that does not ap- 
peal at all to those guests who may use 
an entirely different blend. 

Make tea, and cool. Pour over Ice, 
adding water until flavor is reduced to 
a stage most pleasing to all. To each 
quart of this liquid add the juice of two 
lemons Into which you have dissolved 
all the sugar possible. Stir thoroughly, 
iddlng additional sugar until the de- 
sired sweetness is secured. 




Once the home of good Queen Bess this restful- retreat is a favorite place 

of pilgrimage for visitors to England, when attendants In Tudor 

costumes pilot their guests through tho beautiful gardens 



COME AWAY: HOLIDAYS 
ARE HOLY DAYS 

\7"DU an( l the year are on holiday 
I together. 

There comes, at this time of sum- 
mer, a curious pause in the move- 
ment of things — a caught breath, al- 
most Imperceptible in everything 
that lives and, is green. 

The flowers are in their glory, and 
the splendour of the fruits is yet to 
come. 

This is the true month of holiday, 
Nature's own choice, now between the 
green and the russet, between the sun 
and the morning frosts. It is time out 
of time, a missing month in the calen- 
dar of life, and you can bask in it, 
plume yourself in it, strengthen your 
spirit in it, grow young again in it, 
without stealing from your working 
world so much as a day. 

And the strangest thing of all 
about this month of holiday is its 
power to make you see true. Be- 
cause it is out of time it gives to 
every beat of time its right value. 
Because it is out of the world it puts 
the world into perspective before your 
eyes. 

The rush and the rivalry are over, 
and you see now what the prize was 
worth. The insignificant things and 
the cheap, worthless things stand re- 
vealed to you in the level light of 
your holiday understanding; what 
still appears true, is true, what seems 
worth treasuring now is a treasure 
for all time. 

Holidays — holy days — holy in their 
clear perception of the past, holy in 
their zest for the future. A holiday 
well spent is like a granary stored 
with good grain. The things you do, 
the things you see, the things you 
think and read and hear — they will 
not vanish when the month is over, 
but will be with you always, for a 
comfort and a splendor and a wis- 
dom, when the workaday year is jost- 
ling you again. Thank God for these 
days of rest. 



The Urge of the Open Spaces: 



THESE are the days of the exodus 
countrywards from the city. The 
trek is now at its height — folks 
heading for the Summer cottage, the 
tent or tourist camp. By rail, motor 
and truck they go, caring little how 
they go so long as they escape, to 
some extent, the swelter and bustle 
of city life. 

How can we define this urge which 
lures people from their homes to the 
open spaces. Thei idea is quite preva- 
lent. It is reflected even in the 
picnic habit. 

Here is the prosperous business 



man, with his costly residence, his 
servants, his big cars. What is his 
idea of happiness ? He dreams of the 
time when he will be able to leave 
his luxurious surroundings and escape 
to the wilderness. He has a little 
rustic cottage on some remote lake 
shore, or, better still, on an island. 
Here he is really at home. Here ia 
life in its simple reality. He sighs 
when the holiday is over and consoles 
himself with the prospect of return. 
And who has not known children, 
living in comfort and even in luxury, 
suddenly develop a craze for travel 
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Tired eyes, tired hands, and 
weary heart and brain — 
How they rejoice from fret- 
ting cares set free; 

Free to refresh each flagging 
sense again 
With God's sweet air that 
blows from hill and sea; 

To cast the shackles of the 
daily round, 

For larger liberties where joys 
abound. 



H-O-L-I-D-A-Y-S 




ffi But there are eyes more tired 
™l than yours and mine, 

Whose hot lids have not felt 
the upland breese, 
') Which have not seen the far 
K horizon line, 



Where heaves the rounded 

bosom of the' seas; 
God let these tired eyes some 

newness find 
Within the limits of their daily 

grind! 

Some added sweetness to the 
dreary task 
Of baking, washing, and a 
thousand things, 
That grim monotony may drop 
its mask, 
And small annoyances may 
lose their stings; 
That these tired hearts which 

feel so worn and old, 
May find the dreary grey out- 
lined with gold. 

— Margaret Scruton. 



HOW CAN WE 

DEFINE THIS LURE? 

and adventure? Shall- 1 ever forget 
the plan certain youngsters in our 
home made to arise early, seize a boat 
and slip away down to the river? 

Really, this urge to wander is a 
vital part of human nature. What 
would history have been without its 
explorers, its exiles, its pilgrims, its 
missionaries? What would the Bible 
be without its Abraham, faring forth 
to a land "that I will shew thee," its 
Jacob at Bethel, its Joseph in Egypt, 
its Moses in Midian, its Daniel in 
Babylon? The picnic idea is enshrin- 
ed in the Jewish feast of tabernacles 
(or booths). The same element is In 
the New Testament. There is the 
feeding of the multitudes on two oc- 
casions, seated on the grass on the 
hillside. Never was a company so 
completely and wonderfully filled. 

And surely one cannot overlook 
that idyllic breakfast on the lake 
shore in the misty morn, when the 
startled and perplexed Disciples were 
invited to mingle their newly-caught 
fish with those already cooking at the 
fire of coals prepared by the Risen 
Lord. Here is the picnic indeed, in its 
divinest and yet most human setting. 

The results of it are radiating 
every Christian effort alive 

for it was here that the Apos 
' cepted their commission. 
Many modern disciples 

chapter. They are all for 

on the Mount. But that s 

its real interpretation in 

on the beach. 
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I Taking Salvation to Summer Crowds 

I Correspondents from all over the Territory tell of The Army's Efforts to 
I Bring to the People the Knowledge of the Best Way to Live 



OFFICERS ARE GIVEN 
HEARTY RECEPTION 

An enthusiastic welcome was given 
Staff-Captain and Mrs. Riches and 
Staff-Captain Ellery in the St. John 
No. I Citadel on Tuesday. The heat 
was intense hut that did not hinder 
the people from coming out. 

The meeting was conducted by En- 
sign Ellis, who called upon Ensign 
ChaUicom, representing the Women's 
Social, Mrs. Field-Major Green, repre- 
senting the Men's Social, Captain 
Snow, the Women Field Officers, and 
Sergeant-Major Marshall of the No. I 
Corps. The Sergeant-Major referred 
to the Salvationism of the St. John 
Salvationists, and as with the pre- 
vious speakers, pledged whole- 
hearted support. 

The Citadel Band and Songster Bri- 
gade rendered suitable selections 
after which Staff-Captain Ellery, in 
a concise address, made all feel that 
her idea of Salvation Officership was 
service to others. 

Mrs. Staff-Captain Riches spoke of 
her desire to further extend the King- 
dom of God, and the Staff -Captain 
captivated the hearts of the huge 
audience by his breezy manner and 
his heart-searching exhortations. The 
service was Drought to a close with a 
hymn of consecration. 

LARGE OPEN-AIR CROWDS 

The week-end services at Toronto 
Temple were conducted by the Band. 
Open-air meetings were a special fea- 
ture; large crowds, especially in the 
late Open-air, were reached with 
music, song and testimony. The testi- 
monies of Captains Payne and Brad- 
ley, and Lieutenant Cole, home on 
furlough, were much enjoyed. 

One man knelt at the Cross, sur- 
rendered his pipe and tohacco, and 
claimed Christ as his Saviour. 

Band-Se.rgeant Wright and Deputy 
Bandmaster Jones were responsible 
for the leadership of the meetings. 
Lieutenant Pope, a product of the 
Temple Corps, also home on furlough, 
gave a helpful address in the morning 
and Bandsman Dowding delivered an 
earnest message at night. 

TIME OF WELCOMES 

WEST TORONTO (Commandant 
and Mrs. Laing) — The newly-appoint- 
Corps , Officers have already made 
themselves acquainted with a goodly 
number of the comrades and friends 
of the Corps. Their reception has 
been extremely gratifying to them 
and their whole-hearted devotion to 
their work predisposes every one in 
their favor. 

The West Toronto Corps was very 
aptly chosen by the Divisional Com- 
mander, Lt.-Colonel McAmmond, for 
the installation of Adjutant Ernest 
Green, the new Young People's Secre- 
tary for the West Toronto Division. 
With him came Mrs. Green, and be- 
fore a full house the presentation 
was made with the best of good-will 
and received in the heartiest spirit. 
The Colonel's words of welcome were 
obviously whole-hearted and both the 
Adjutant and Mrs. Green endeared 
themselves to those who listened. 

Quite a number of new Officers 
were welcomed to the Division, and 
representative speakers voiced the 
feelings of the others in connection 
With the events of the day. Brigadier 
Hawkins was called on by the Col- 
onel to offer the dedicatory prayer. 
To God be all the glory! 




The comrades of Toronto I Corps at the commencement of last Saturday 
night's Open-air. Crowds of all nationalities assemble on the atreet- 
eorner whilst the meeting progresses. A number of drum- head conver- 
sions have been witnessed in this congested district of the Queen City 



A Summer Crusade Launched 

Drumhead Conversion — Saved Througth a Song — Russian Receives 
Testament in His Own Language 



A SUMMER CRUSADE was 
launched at Toronto I recent- 
ly. Ensign and Mrs. Gage are 
the Officers in charge of this Corps. 
Lt.-Colonel McAmmond was present 
at the opening Holiness meeting and 
gave words of encouragement to the 
comrades. The evening service was 
conducted by Captain and Mrs. 
Hodgeman, who have just farewelled 
from Huntsville, and are now on their 
way to the United States. 

There is abundant evidence that 
God is working in this district. On 
a recent afternoon, when the 
Open-air service was in progress, a 
man asked the collector to send some- 
one over to pray with him. The Corps 
Sergeant-Major went to the; house 
indicated, and found the man in dis- 
tress about his soul; he had become 
convicted through the singing of the 
old-time song, "Ten thousand, thou- 
sand souls there are, Entered within 
the door." The Sergeant-Ma jor read 
the Scriptures to him, explained the 
Way of Salvation, then prayed with 
him, and had the joy of leading him 
into the Light. As he rose from his 
knees, he exclaimed, rubbing the re- 
gion of his heart, "I feel better now, 
Jesus has come into my heart." This 
convert has since been visited, and 
gives evidence of a real change of 
life. 



On the following Saturday evening, 
a great crowd gathered around the 
Open-air ring, and listened attentive- 
ly to all that took place. An invita- 
tion was given at the close and two 
men raised their hands requesting our 
prayers. When the drum was placed 
in the centre of the ring, one of them 
knelt and claimed forgiveness of sins. 
The unusual sight of a man kneeling 
at the drum-head with the Officers 
and comrades kneeling around him, 
at such a busy intersection, attracted 
a large number of people, who crowd- 
ed the sidewalk and roadway. The 
convert attended the Holiness meet- 
ing the next morning and his beam- 
ing face showed plainly the joy that 
was filling his soul. 

After the service in the park, last 
Sunday evening, Ensign Gage entered 
into conversation with a couple who 
are deeply convicted and earnestly 
seeking the Light. The man is a 
Russian and can barely read English, 
yet he spends considerable time each 
day perusing the New Testament, in 
his search after God. The Officer ex- 
plained the Way as clearly as pos- 
sible, and has promised to visit them. 
A Russian Testament has been or- 
dered for him, and we believe that 
by being able to read the Scriptures 
in his own language he will be help- 
ed into the Light. 



TWEED (Ensign Wood, Lieutenant 
Wilder) — We have just -welcomed, oui* 
new Officers. They were warmly re- 
ceived by the Soldiers and friends. — J.M. 



SALVATION RAIDERS 

WHITBY (Captain Kelly, Lieuten- 
ant Wilson) — This town was aroused 
last week-end by a party of Salvation 
Raiders from Toronto. The party 
consisted of five Candidates from the 
Riverdale Corps, accompanied by 
Captain Wiseman. 

Three Open-airs were held on Sat- 
urday night — two at near-by Picker- 
ing and one in Whitby. On Sunday 
morning Sergeant-Major Harvey led 
the Prison meeting, in which all the 
Candidates took part. This service, 
attended by over twenty prisoners, 
was held in the jail-yard. 

Very* '. fine crowds attended the 
meetings, at the Hall, whilst the Open- 
airs throughout the day had scores 
of attentive listeners. The music and 
singing provided by the visitors were 
of uplift to the comrades of the 
Corps. 

On the previous week-end, we are 
happy to report, there was one seek- 
er for Salvation. Captain Kelly also 
enrolled a senior Soldier in the night 
meeting. '' 



AN OUTDOOR FESTIVAL 

That excessive heat, the holiday 
spirit, or summer lassitude need be 
no deterrent to a successful Musical 
Festival waa splendidly demonstrated 
last Wednesday evening by the Osha- 
wa Citadel Band, under the direction 
of acting-Bandmaster J. Badley. The 
Festival was held on the Citadel 
grounds, these being suitably illumin- 
ated and decorated for the occasion. 

In introducing the chairman of the 
evening, who was Bandmaster T. 
Dempsey, of the Ontario Regimental 
Band, Ensign Dixon made mention of 
the fact that this out-door program 
was by way of experiment, and judg- 
ing from the very large attendance, 
bade fair to be the precursor of many 
such efforts. He gave special welcome 
to the many friends from Toronto, 
Bowmanville, Whitby and surround- 
ing territory who were in the audi- 
ence. 

Every item on the well-balanced 
program, Band pieces, recitations, 
vocal and instrumental solos and 
duets, was rendered pleasingly and 



NEWFOUNDLAND LEADERS 
VISIT LONG POND 

WHEN it was known that the 
new Sub-Territorial Leaders, 
Lt.-Colonel and Mrs. Bladin, accom- 
panied by Major and Mrs. Pitcher, 
were to visit Long Pond for the Sun- 
day night meeting, Captain and Mrs. 
Rideout, the Commanding Officers, 
and their comrades were on the peak 
of expectancy. 

The visitors arrived to find the Hall 
full to the doors and they were given 
a royal welcome. 

Having opened the meeting with 
song and prayer, the General Secre- 
tary introduced Lt.-Colonel and Mrs. 
Bladin, and Captain Rideout extended 
to them a warm welcome on behalf of 
his comrades. Both the Colonel and 
his wife responded, expressing grati- 
tude for.the hearty greetings. 

In the latter part of the meeting 
the Colonel delivered a forceful ad- 
dress, speaking of the terrible results 
' of sin and of what the power of God 
can accomplish in the lives of men 
and women. He also had some very 
helpful words for the local comrades, 
many of whom, in the Prayer-meet- 
ing, entered into new covenants. 

In the morning a united Memorial 
service was conducted by Lt.-Colonel 
and Mrs. Bladin, assisted by Major 
and Mrs. Pitcher, in the St. John's 1 
Citadel, for the lads who fell in the 
Great War. July 1st is especially re- 



ARE YOU RIGHT WITH GOD? 



membered by Newfoundland, for on 
that day, so many of her brave lads 
fell. On the first Sunday in July, 
therefore, a special Memorial service 
is conducted by the different denom- 
inations. 

After the opening song, Ensign 
Charles Butler, a War veteran, led 
the large congregation to the throne 
of Grace. A suitable Bible address 
was given by the General Secretary, 
and the congregation stood for two 
minutes silence. The Colonel spoke at 
some length very feelingly and Mrs. 
Bladin closed in prayer. 

After the service the people lined; 
up outside the Citadel and marched, 
accompanied by the united Bands, to 
the War Memorial where the various 
demoninations united in a service. 

TO NEW FIELDS 

LONG POND (Captain and Mrs. 
Rideout) — After ten months of fruit- 
ful service in this Corps, Captain and 
Mrs. Rideout farewelled on Sunday. 

The day's meetings were deeply im- 
pressive. In the testimony meeting 
at night many comrades spoke ap- 
preciatively of the good work accom- 
plished during our farewelling Offi- 
cer's stay.— C.C. Rendell. 

BOYS AND GIRLS SAVED 

ARNOLD'S COVE (Captain E. 
Batten) — Last Sunday we experienc- 
ed a time of special blessing. At 
night, after the address which was 
specially directed to the young, 
twelve young 1 folk, ranging from six to 
nineteen years, came to Christ, It waE 
very touching to hear these boys and 
girls tell how Jesus had saved them, 
and of their determination to live for 
Him. 



profitably, but individual mention is 
due to the visiting soloists, Deputy- 
Bandmaster Gare, of Dovercourt, 
Bandsmen Hotchkiss and Richmond, 
of Toronto Temple, whose renderings 
were very acceptable to the audience. 
— D.C.T. 
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Putting On Pounds at Jacksons Point 

"Tiny" Growing Tubby at The Army's Fresh-Air Camp—Slaty-White Skins Turning Russet- 
Brown while the Glow of Health is seen in the Ruddy Sheen of Children's Anns and Faces 



iij IKE it, Buddy?" 



Special to "The War Cry" 



"Sur-lee, Mister!" 

"Thought you looked a mite un- 
certain about it when I saw you last, 
on the morning when you left To- 
ronto." 
' "Ah, but I didn't know then, see." 

"How have they been treating you 
here ?" 

"Look at me!" and he punched his 
chest. 

"Ever such a difference," I conced- 
ed; "but exercise would do that. Do 
you sleep well?" 

"Yes-er-I s'pose so. Don't know 
much about that!" 

"Peed well?" 

"Lookit!" First he showed his tan- 
ned and rounded arms — the change in 
their color-scheme was wonderful — 
then he slapped his sleek sides and 
emphasized his tubby state. 

"Mister," he added; "did you see 
'em when I showed my arms to the 
doctor?" It was obvious that he re- 
garded them with something ap- 
proaching reverence. 

"Qh, yes," I replied. "I remember. 
You bared the wrong arm at first, 
when Dr. Conboy looked for the vac- 
cination marks; so we saw the two." 

"Caught me that time, didn't he! 
But he'd never know me now. Say, 
I feel a different kid; believe me!" 

"Paradise!" 

Just ten years of age — ten years of 
living on the narrow border-line, 
where treats are seldom known and 
life is tough most of the time; ten 
long years, enlivened by family hap- 
penings which are not mentioned in 
decent society; ten years of existing, 
merely — had made "Tiny," as I call- 
ed him, self-reliant, a judge of his 
own likes and dislikes, and an auth- 
ority on things as he knew them. He 
had his opinions on life; camp life, 
too. 

"Ought ter be ten times as many 
kids out here," he volunteered, climb- 
ing on to the stump of a tree and 
swinging from one branch to another. 
"Plenty of room. See the lady?" 
pointing to one of the four mothers 
who had accompanied their little ones 
to camp — in one case a mother and 
her group of six had come together — 
"She thinks this is Parr-er — Paradise 
— yes," — when I smiled — "that's what 
she called it! Well then, don't you 
think my mother'd like a turn as 
well? Betcha she would!" He swung 
a leg up on to the branch and hung 
there eyeing me over. 
*" "You must remember she is prob- 
ably thinking its heavenly to be rid of 
you for two weeks," I ventured play- 
fully. 

"Shows how much you know about 
it," he grumbled — almost snorted. 
"Didja ever have a mother?" I nod- 
ded. "She like that what you 'said?" 

"Meaning glad to be rid of us?" His 
turn to nod now. "Maybe," I counter- 
ed. He dropped from the tree like a 
plummet. 

" 'Cos my mother's diffrunt," and 
his eyes swam with tears. He clench- 
ed his fists and clamped his jaws, 
maybe in anger and defiance of me, 




Ready for happy frolics in the cool waters of the Lake 



but more likely to check his emotion 
found in sudden longing for the hard- 
worked lady who queened it over the 
rooms "Tiny" called home, and to 
whom Dad was able to bring: so little 
money, as he afterwards told me. 

"There's five of us," he whispered 
huskily, after a moment; "and I wish 
we could all come here, especially 
Mum; there's plenty er room I rec- 
kon." 

"Have you had a 'go' at the swim- 
ming?" 

"Sure-lee, Mister. . Plenty er room 
out there, too. Betcha I can swim — er, 
with one leg on the ground," and Tiny 
grinned in the face of Adjutant Kerr, 
the Officer in charge, who, coming 
near while he spoke, had occasioned 
the boy's qualification of his boasting. 

Joyous Abandon 

Friday, at Jackson's Point Fresh- 
air Camp with one hundred boys and 
girls from Toronto in residence, and 
"The War Cry" representative and a' 
photographer unexpectedly dropping 
in to see how things were going. Sun- 
shine — a blaze of it — rolling land- 
scape, aromatic countryside — trees, 
flowers, fruit farms, hayfields — a riot 
of beauty; birds, in glorious song; 
children, in joyous abandon; no po- 
licemen; no fears of the streets; 
"lashings" of pure air and plentiful 
and nutritious food and drink and — 
Lake Simcoe — Oh, boys, oh girls, The 
Lake! 

A song, a word or two from Colonel 
Adby, in the Cathedral midst the 
Trees — this immediately after the hun- 
grily-appreciated dinner — and then 
the word of the Adjutant. "Bathing 
costumes at once!" A gratified shout, 
a romping, scampering through the 
pine-grove, and off to the lakeside! 
Who want swings and all the other 
modern equipment of the playground, 
fin© as they are, when the sparkling 
waves roll in splendor on the sloping 
sandy beach? A perfect exodus en- 
sued on the part of matrons and little 



ones alike, the long line of gaily-garb- 
ed bathers across the sloping campus 
suggesting, to the distant observer, a 
pioneering trail. But . this was no 
questing hike; these youngsters 
knew the end from the beginning. 
'Twas a joyous exodus! 

"Oh, the Lake!" 

Framed in the gateway, as viewed 
from inside the grounds, the waters 
of the lake, just a hop-skip-and-jump 
across the narrow roadway, present- 
ed an all-but-irresistible lure to the 
fully-clothed. What, then, to those 
appropriately-garbed little ones ? 
They could hardly be held while the 
photographer took his record. But 
then- — oh boys, oh boys! 

Sitting bolt upright in the way only 
children can, on the sandy soli, near 
the Life-Saving Scouts' dining hall, 
was a tiny mite in a white frock and 
wearing a tight-fitting Dutch bonnet. 
She had been making a miniature 
mountain of the sand which her pudgy 
fingers had raked together, but now — 
I stooped to make the discovery — she 
was enjoying the luxury of a good 
cry! Silent, moveless, she sat on the 
ground while the tears coursed down 
the rounded cheeks. She looked 
up at the stranger with wide-open 
blue eyes, a world of sorrow in their 
depths. Facing her sat her brother — 
obviously — possibly twice her age. He, 
too, was silent — as he gazed at the 
tearful bundle of humanity within 
arm's reach of him. Why was she cry- 
ing? Who can tell? The boy didn't 
at any rate. In reply to questions all 
he would say was that her name was 
Jessie. 

'Tis a vale of tears, this life, If we 
may accept the poetic assertion; but 
the sorrows of the streets from which 
wee Jessie comes are frequent and 
the tears indeed plenteous. What a 
relief it is, for the heart surcharged 
with sympathetic pain for the under- 
privileged, to realize that a Camp, 
such as that which The Army is con- 




ducting at Jackson's Point, can give 
to the little ones an opportunity, not 
only to forget, for a couple of weeks, 
what life is like at home, but also 
to store up energy for trying days to 
come ! 

What Memories! 

Anyone who feels a desire to parti- 
cipate in such work, but, lacking time 
and ability, realizes that sense of dis- 
appointment which comes similarly to 
many whose reserve keeps them back 
from such co-operation, may take a 
hand after all, by sending a donation 
to Commissioner James Hay, 20 Al- 
bert Street, Toronto, who will see 
that the money thus forwarded is de- 
voted to facilitating the worthy op- 
erations which so powerfully appeal 
to us all. 

Said a visitor to the Camp — a day 
or two earlier he had inspected the 
new Home for Little Girls in Toron- 
to — "Surely The Army has found the 
way to extend blessing just where it 
is most needed and in the most help- 
ful way! Here is succour for the ur- 
gent moment; but it does not pass 
with the hours. While satisfying the 
local necessity, it is a contribution 
also to futurity. 

What memories are supplied with 
data, for picture-painting in days far 
ahead, during these happy hours at 
Jackson's Point! We have known 
marvellous results, Eternal in their 
issues, to attend on causes far less 
promising. May God grant that all 
the possible kinds of success may be 
the immediate experience and the ul- 
timate outcome of this year's effort. 
— J.A.H. 



LAKESIDE ALERTNESS 

(Continued from page 2) 
fatigues, potato-peeling, etc., until — 

8.00 a.m. — Breakfast. Duties — 
cleaning grounds, washing up kitchen 
fatigues, lantern-cleaning, etc, to — 

10. 00 a.m. — Instructional period — 
physical exercise, Scout-craft. 

11.00 a.m. — Physical games, life- 
saving, etc. 
12.30 p.m. — Dinner. 

2.00 p.m. — Tent inspection. 

2.30 p.m. — Lecture period in wood- 
craft, first-aid, life-saving, and gen- 
eral instruction In camp equipment. 

3.00 p.m. — Swimming. 

4.00 p.m. — Free games, etc. 

5.30 p.m.— Supper. 

6.30 p.m. — Organized games 

6.45-7.30 p.m. — Badge tests. 

8.00 p.m. — Flag Ceremonial (Sun- 
down) 

9.00 p.m. — Camp fire — singing, 
stories, etc. 

9.30 p.m.— "Last Post." 

9.40 p.m.— "Lights Out." 
We were privileged to watch 
of the Scouts at wood-chopping, 
making, making observation and . 
ducting other camp activities. O 
ously the life was one which appec 
to each participant and the good 
fects upon the hoys were indt 
noticeable. As for the alertness _. 
which we spoke in the opening line, it 
was everywhere apparent. 



A general view of The Army's Fresh-Air Camp at Jackson's Point, on Lake Simcoe 



ONE HUNDRED MEN 

CAMPBELLTON (Ensign and 
Mercer) — Lieutenant Price, of 
United States, who is furloughii 
her home, took charge of the s 
on a recent Sunday night. J 
crowd was present and listenf 
interest to the message. ' 

On a recent Wednesday r 
Officers and comrades we~ 
Boom-house, some eight ir. 
and had an Open-air with 
About one hundred wen 
They listened very attentii 
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The Unembellished Story of a m 




Burglar Bert: 

This is the testimony of Corps Secretary Albert King, a one-time 
criminal now ardently worlilng lor God and his fellows hi Old London. 

(Continued from last week) 



Moved 

about the ~ 

West End B 

I WAS again brought before a 
judge, but a kindly court mission- 
ary spoke on my behalf and 
pleaded for me very eloquently. I 
was consequently bound over for 
three years. I was rather glad to get 
out of the court and away from my\ 
eloquent intercessor, and soon found 
my way back to the public-houses 
and bad associates. 

I answered to my recognizances for 
two or three weeks, and then began 
to tire of the quietness of life. Fre- 
quent visits to the popular cafes and 
restaurants of the West End brought 
me many opportunities in which to 
practise my various systems for ob- 
taining money. 

I was once more brought low by 
the police in the West End, and again 
went to the bar and again to prison, 
this time with the judge's scathing 
remarks in my ears: "You are noth- 
ing better than a plausible rogue and 
a pest to society! Your record is bad. 
I wish I could send you to prison for 
a long term, but as it is you will go 
to prison for six months with hard 
labor!" 

I felt very bitter against the world 



Criminal Career Cut Short 

As Told by Himself 



1 



in general and at once fell to schem- 
ing what I would do when my 
release came again. All the ap- 
proaches of the prison chaplain made 
me worse, and the thoughts of my 
confinement enraged me more! I 
had been brought out from a West 
End cafe in the midst of "pleasures," 
and was now again in the living tomb. 
"What luck!" I thought, but I was de- 
termined to get my own back. 

Upon my release I came out into 
the world and immediately commenc- 
ed leading the life of a crook. Here 
and there I succeeded in getting off, 
but it seemed that I was never to be 
successful for long, for within two 
months I was back in jail again. I 
had been taken by surprise, for the 
police came upon me whilst I was 
actually packing up gowns, etc., in a 
West-End store! 

The clemency of the judge in this 
case meant much to me. He at first 
spoke rather sharply, and sentenced 
me to a very fitting term of penal 
servitude. But I had no fears — I had 
gone beyond feeling! I simply did not 
care what any one said or did, and in 
this state resigned myself to. my lot. 
After a short while, however, I was 
sent for and appeared again at the 
bar. Apparently the judge saw 
something in me to justify the exten- 
sion of his sympathy! Whatever it 
was I had the benefit of it. In his ad- 
dress he appeared to be very sym- 
pathetic; he spoke very encouragingly 
to me of what I might have been had 
I done right and gone straight. 

He said it seemed a real pity that 
a young man like myself should go 
wrong and be wasting the best years 
of my life in prison. He had been 



considering my case, and said that, in 
his opinion, I would go straight if I 
were given one more chance. I felt 
very much the same! 

At the invitation of his lordship I 
expressed my views and my sincere 
appreciation of his kindness, after 
which he informed me in a very nice 
way that my sentence should be com- 
muted to one of twelve months' hard 
labor. 

During my twelve months I really 
did think about the good advice which 
the kindly judge had given me, and 
I decided to take advantage of the 
opportunity which was now mine. 

Sometimes during the hours of ret- 
rospection, especially during the long 
week-ends with their hours of quiet- 
ness, while pacing up and down in 
my cell, I would think of the times 
when, as a youngster, I attended a 
small Sunday-school, where I was 
taught to sing of the love of Jesus 
and of the Home above the sky. I 
often thought, too, of how far away 
I was from that Home. And then I 
would perhaps think of the earthly 
home that I had helped to break up, 
and of my poor old mother, of the joy 
I had stolen from her life and the 
worries and cares she now bore be- 
cause of me. She would certainly be 
thinking of me, and perhaps more 
than once express her thoughts in 
the words of the old song, "Where is 
my wandering boy to-night?" 

These were heart-rending moments 
for me. What then must they have 
been to mother? After thinking in 
this way I would begin to curse and 
loathe myself for becoming senti- 
mental. This was the actual begin- 
ning of the end of my evil life. 



After I had completed six months 
of my sentence I was transferred to 
a "reform" prison; this was some- 
thing new, and I felt encouraged. 

When I arrived I was rather sur- 
prised, even amazed, to receive most 
kindly treatment from the warders. 
What a change! and I took advantage 
of it, too! I behaved my best, and 
did my work with a better spirit and 
a lighter heart than before, and, in 
fact, I began to find myself so ab- 
sorbed and interested in my job of 
brush and broom making that one 
would have thought that my very 
life depended upon its perfection. 
In consequence of my good efforts I 
won various privileges. 

(To be continued) 




Taken by surprise whilst paclting up 
gowns in a West-End store 
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Before You Pagk Your Grip, Don't Forget 



Off for Your Vacation ? 

You deserve it! You have 
worked hard, and long and 
you really need a rest. 

The Trade Department wish 
you a jolly and beneficial time. 




Don't delay ordering that 
new uniform before you go. 
And at the same time, con- 
sider the purchase of the 
following: 



Books for the quiet hour, suitable for Officers: Reading suggestions for Local Officers: 



"Jesus in the Experience of Men," 
"Talks with Officers,'* 
"Standards of Life and Service," 
"Resurrection life and Power," 
"Commissioner Lawley," 
"Commissioner Cadnian," 
"Practical Visionaries." 



"Alone With God," 
"Quiet Talks" — by Gordon, 
"Half-Hours with my Guide," 
"The Christ of Every Road," 
"Apostolic Optimism," 
"Fast Hold on Faith," 
"The Pilgrim," 



"Sergeant-Major Do-Your-Best," "Broken Earthenware," 

"Love Slaves," "Helps to Holiness," 

"The Angel Adjutant," "Heart Talks on Holiness," 

"Fuel for the Sacred Fire," "What Hinders You?" 

and many others from the Red-Hot Library. The Warriors' Library 

also contains soul-stirring biographies of men whom God has used 

mightily. 



Are you taking your Gramophone? Here are some splendid Salvation Army Records 

1— "The Liberator," March (Marshall); "The Flag of Freedom," THE FOUNDER'S RECORDS: 



March (Coles) , 

2— "Banner of Liberty," Selection. (Goldsmith) , in two parts. 

3— "In the Firing Line," March (Coles!); "A Crown of Peace" (Gold- 
smith). 

The above are all made by the International Staff Band. $1.10 each, 
postpaid. 



1 — "Please Sir, Save Me;" "Through Jordan." 
2 — "Rope Wanted"; "Don't Forget." 

$1.50 each, postpaid, 
"The Gospel Feast" March (Ball) and "Mighty to Save" (Marshall). 
$1.10 each, postpaid. These two recordings are by the Salva- 
tionist Publishing and Supplies Band.. 



FOR LIFE-SAVING SCOUTS, GUARDS, SUNBEAMS and CHUMS— Uniforms, Hats, Badges, Private Pins. 



We can secure any Book— Spiritual, Devotional, or Educational—by any author or publisher. Be sure and let us know vour reouirempnt* nnrf 

we will gladly avail ourselves of the privilege of serving you. y re <l uire ments and 



Send your order to THE TRADE SECRETARY, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 
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U The World as we se e it S 

] LORD, THE EARTH IS FULL OF THY GLORY , 

THE CRUMBLING CLIFFS 

HOUR after hour the sea takes 
its toll of England. Sometimes 
it is content with eating slowly, but, 
now and again, it swallows thousands 
of tons in as many seconds. Bach 
gale that batters our shores under- 
mines the white cliffs and sandy pro- 
montories. Thus it is that a field 
may be here to-day and gone to- 
morrow," writes a chartered sur- 
veyor in an English newspaper. 

"It has been estimated that, in the 
thirty-five years preceding 1911, Eng- 
land lost 6,000 acres. During that 
same period the sea gave us 48,000 
acres — a good bargain perhaps. 

"It is in the region between Flam- 
borough Head and Spurn Point in 
Yorkshire that the most serious ero- 
sion occurs. 

"If we come South we find that 
Brighton and Hove have a scheme in- 
volving very heavy expenditure. At 
Bournemouth they have called in the 
aid of horticulturists. They have 
planted innumerable mesembryanthe- 
mums — whose roots grip the soil and 
rock and prevent crumbling. In Great 
Yarmouth concrete-laden baskets 
Picnic areas must be at a premium on Fame Island, off the Northumberland Coast, where these guillemots resort have been sunk and then piled high, 

WHAT PEOPLE »» SAYING 

"Intellectually, spiritually, there is 
no such thing as middle age nowa- 
days. We refuse to admit it. I am 
beginning to doubt whether there is 
any such thing as old age. A lady I 
know, not so young as she was — 
eighty-two as a matter of fact — pub- 
lished her first novel last year. At 
fifty, one is just beginning another 
adventure, not saying "Good-bye to 
all that." Middle-aged? Nonsense!" 
—Sir Philip Gibbs. 

• • • 

"If our lives are devoted to the 
right cause, and not for the gratifi- 
cation of selfish ambition, no honest 
effort for the public good can ever 
fail, even although sometimes 
achievements seems to be delayed; 
for each such apparent failure to the 
unselfish soul is but a period of hib- 
ernation, a resting time, a preparation 
for the coming spring of their effort." 
Sir Thomas Holland, Vice-Chancellor 
of Edinburgh University. 

* • * 
"To-day, nearly all the writers who 

are the most popular give us a very 
grey world, plenty of sordid life, and 
mean conduct. These are described 
without indignation, as if human na- 
( Continued at foot of column 4) 
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Taking the ferry. The Old Thames offers holiday-makers many a delightful vista in these Summer days 

while in the Thames Estuary they 
have discovered the effectiveness of 
rice grass in keeping back the waves. 
"The damage that erosion can do 
to a seaside resort is incalculable. 
. Take away a beach, and very often 
you take away a resort's raison 
d'etre. Take away the cliffs and you 
take away beauty — a very tangible 
thing in the tourist trade." 




Beach scenes such as this, snapped at Bournemouth, will bring happy memories to Old Country folk 



(Contined from column 1) 
ture were just like that. 
, "There is no nobility about any of 
their characters. The whole effect is 
that of a much poorer thing than real 
life as most of us know It. We have 
been unfortunate if we have not 
known in our own experience more 
noble characters than can be gather- 
ed from all the works of our most 
popular novelists." — Dean Inge. 
* * * 

"Money has never yet been wasted 
on libraries. A book is like the 
widow's cruse of oil; you dip into 
it again and again, and the contents 
remain exactly what they were. In- 
vestment in books is a capital Invest- 
ment, the capital of which never 
undergoes wastage or deterioration." 
— Mt. Ramsay MacDonald, Premier 
of Great Britain. 



ARE YOU ON 

HOLIDAY? 



(The whole issue will 
interest you) 
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PUTTING ON POUNDS 
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"Oh boys, oh girls, the Lake J"/ The sparkling waves, rolling in splendor on the sloping sandy beach, present an irresistible lure to the little ones 




In the "Cathedral midst the trees," The Army's happy guests, joined by visitors from adjoining Camps, assemble for praise and worship 



